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Owned By Bare Lust: The Call Girl




Rule #1: Look terrific.



Vanessa sat at the carved wooden table in her kitchen, tapping a pencil on the sheet of rules her new john had emailed her. He was arriving later that evening. A half-full glass of orange juice sat near her, starting to sweat down to the little flower-shaped coaster she had placed beneath it.

This rule was both easy and hard for Vanessa. It was easy because she did, as she well knew, already look terrific in anything she wore. It was hard, of course, for the same reason. 

Maybe some women had only a few outfits that they really knew would flat out impress a man. 

Vanessa, on the other hand, couldn't stop impressing men no matter what she wore.

Having earned her liberal arts degree a few years back, she certainly could maneuver her way into a job that paid a living wage somewhere in the business world. Businesses would always need someone who could communicate. 

But, that kind of work didn't appeal to her, or make sense to her, when she was as drop-dead gorgeous as she knew she was.

It wasn't just every kind of woman who had such effortlessly voluminous chestnut hair, for example. Or a slim, heavily-toned frame that easily fit into all the designer clothes she wanted, or  full round tits that filled out any hands that she allowed to come her way. She had fantastic legs, because she had fantastic skin, naturally bronze, and fantastic bone structure—a result of her mixture of Brazilian and Swedish heritage. Her cheekbones and lips shaped her every expression into a vision tinged with desire. 

Modeling as an undergrad had brought her all kinds of offers, but the one that stuck, just a few years before, was when a man offered her more than two grand for a night with her.

Vanessa was a pragmatist. That was more money than she made in a month. Of course she said yes.

She specialized now in girlfriend experiences. A kind of fantasy for a man, letting him believe that his dream of having his own special fuck-fantasy sex toy for a girlfriend was something that had come true. 

It was enough of a specialized service that, when combined with her beauty, allowed her to charge outrageous prices for short amounts of time actual working. 

This surplus of cash had allowed her to move into her spacious, mid-city condo, with its enormously high ceilings, wooden floors, long hallways, and tall church-type windows. It cost her an easy ten grand a month to keep the place, and that was barely chump change. Her kitchen alone was six hundred square feet.

Most of the time on jobs? She just listened to the men. She would nod appreciatively at their accomplishments, coo at their appearance, and pat them on the back as they complained. Easy money. Sex, if it entered the equation, lasted for short amounts of time and required very little effort on her part. She had the unique ability—as probably many successful girls in her profession did—of never showing her boredom.

This new john, though, seemed like something different. Usually when a man was as specific as he was, it meant he had designs. 

So, back to the problem at hand. What to wear?

Having designs meant he would want something to design himself on. He was paying ten times her normal rate, so certainly she couldn't present him with the old panties-and-tee shirt route. Some guys loved how “natural” that was, even though her make-up would be done up perfectly. 

She got up from the table and strolled across her large apartment, past the living room, past the sun room, past the hallway bathroom, into her massive bedroom to her cavernous walk-in closet. 

Outfits were ordered by type, and then color. Dress by dress, top by top, she flipped through her enormous collection of choices.

It didn't take all that long to settle on a good idea, though. She had a knack for this sort of thing.

Silk black panties and her lacy push-up bra underneath. Her tits were too lovely not to show off to someone with this much money.

A silk lavender blouse, unbuttoned a bit on top, to move his eyes down to the little gold star necklace she would have dangling in her cleavage. Then a skirt of a paler lavender, the hemline hovering just around the decency mark, which would lead delightfully into the patterned black thigh-high socks she would have on. The socks were transparent in long lines down her legs, showing off plenty of skin. 

Her legs were like highways to her privileged pussy, and attention on her legs would draw his attention to where she would want him. 

Oh—he may have been ugly as a mule, but with the money he was paying, Vanessa definitely wanted him inside her. Those customers were the most regular. Most men were happy simply with blow jobs from her—usually, they thought asking more than that was an imposition! Another privilege of her beauty.

Glossy lavender leather calf skin pumps completed the outfit. 

Vanessa smiled wickedly. He wouldn't be able to help himself.

* * * * *

Rule #12: Be Preparing Dinner As I Arrive.



Vanessa had a flash of inspiration with this one. 

She was an excellent cook—so often, that was what constituted a man's definition of “good girlfriend”—and so had prepared a lovely small little meal of braised chicken with tomato sauce and a small garden salad with walnuts and apple slices.

He was set to arrive at 7 o'clock, and so Vanessa started at 6:45. That was long enough to just finish preparations, and still set time enough aside to let him watch.

She knew he would want to watch her. She had left her blouse and her bra on a hanger in her bedroom. Covering her bare tits now was a green silk apron with lacy straps. Her heavy, hot breasts pressed against the fabric, creating a lovely line of cleavage. She had her hot mass of hair pushed up in a thick pony tail, coiffed and styled perfectly. 

She was just finishing off the sauce, wooden spoon in hand, when the doorbell rang. Her heels clicked down the wood as she approached the door.

It was hard to say why, but she felt herself getting excited for once.

Rule #5 stated to greet him with a smile and a kiss, so she was ready to do this anyway.

When he opened the door and happened to be a painfully handsome hunk, kissing him became much easier. 

He was tall, well-built, his tailored suit clinging perfectly to the wealth of muscles he possessed. His hair was cut short, a thick dark beard framing the delightful cut of his strong jaw. Everything about him—his frame, his arrogant stare at her displayed body, the wealth his suit exuded—just screamed a tantalizingly hot aura of strength.

Before, she had been prepared to kiss him—but she felt herself wanting to kiss him.

“Clint!” she squealed, leaning into his much larger body and sliding her lips against his. “I'm so glad you're here. Thank you for deciding to come straight home tonight.”

He seemed a bit stiff at first, but her lips pressed insistent. Her tongue flicked into his mouth, running quickly over his teeth, pulling on them just slightly. His hands came around her waist, the naked skin there. In her high heels, even with as tall as she was, she was just under his height.

“How are you, love?” she asked him, locking eyes with him. His were dark, with little flecks of green. “I hope work was okay?”

“Yes,” he said. “Long.”

His voice was deep and resonant, sitting in her belly like the roar of some wild animal.

“My poor dear.” She moved back for a moment. “Oh, drat. I've messed your face with the sauce. I'm sorry.”

This had been entirely on purpose, the reason for the spoon in her hand in the first place. She licked the sauce up off his cheek with a soft little giggle.

“There,” she purred. “All clean.”

His breathing had become heavy and somewhat ragged.

She knelt down and attended to his shoes. Rule number 9. They came off easily. She didn't have to kiss each foot before sliding it back down to the ground, staring up at him with her big brown eyes, but she felt it couldn't hurt, and it wasn't against any rules. 

She stood back up and took his suitcase and his coat.

“Here, darling,” she said. “You've had such a day. Let me take all of this for you, yes?”

He made an affirmative sound. 

“Thank you,” she cooed.

She strutted down the hall, bending over at the waist when she reached the little desk where she placed his suitcase. It had taken some time, finding a desk that low to the ground—but Vanessa knew months ago when she got it that it would be a lovely way to show off her amazing ass. 

“You don't have a top on,” he said. Almost critical. “Why not?”

She turned back and smiled. “Oh, that.” She fluttered her fingers. “It just gets so hot in the kitchen when the oven is preheating, you know? I was more comfortable like this. My top is in the bedroom. I was going to grab it after I finished up.”

She stepped forward, running one hand down her tight, busty torso. “You know. I mean. If you really want me to.”

He smiled at her, lips not showing any teeth. As if he knew exactly what she was doing. “I do, as a matter of fact.”

Vanessa was somewhat surprised, but she had planned for this. “I understand. Randy man that you are, you want something to rip off my chest later. An apron isn't good enough?”

“It's a nice apron,” he said. “I'd hate to see it get ruined.”

“The top isn't nice?”

“My feeling is, the less tops you have, the more likely you are to just walk around in an apron all day, and that's something that needs more active encouragement.”

Vanessa laughed and walked back into the kitchen. It was good he had a sense of humor. That always made a night pass more quickly. 

“This should be ready in just a little while,” she called out. “Maybe twenty minutes?”

She thought he was still in the hall, maybe checking out the place. Johns often did.

Clint did not. He was right behind her—sneaky man—and slid his hand up her skirt to the crack of her ass. His grip was enormous, hard, clasping down on the entirety of one cheek, treating her rear like a handle.

“Twenty minutes is fine.” he said. 

His fingers pressed forward, finding her slit. Vanessa gasped and held on to the marble counter, trying to find a grip. She pushed back into his grip to allow him ease of access.

“Finish,” he said, pointing at the chicken.

“Y-yes,” she said. “Of course, darling.”

She picked up the chicken, and his fingers pushed in more. She gasped, nearly dropping it. Her cunt was moistening quickly. Her decorated thighs rubbed together softly.

“Problems?” he asked, digging his fingers deeper.

“N-no,” she choked out. 

She pushed the oven down with the bottom of the dish, and stuck the chicken inside. His fingers pushed in and out of her now-totally slick pussy as she set the temperature and the timer. His other hand came up and pressed her head against the pleasantly warm door of the oven. She tried to jerk upward, and he held her firm.

His finger-fucking increased, pumping in and out for nearly a minute. She could feel his legs pushing up against her own, his bulge growing in his pants. The size of it, from what she could feel, was huge.

He was good at this. Most men had no idea how to properly finger a pussy, how to apply pressure in just the right places. But Clint was clearly, to be blunt, an old hand. Vanessa couldn't stop herself from moaning out.

“D-daarlliinnnggg,” she whined.

Abruptly he slowed. 

“I think it would be good if you got dressed for dinner. What do you think?”

“Yes, please,” she said. She tried to stand straight up again, and he let her. 

His fingers popped out of her pussy. He slid them in her mouth and she sucked obediently. 

“Thank you,” she breathed after he withdrew them.

Vanessa walked back to her bedroom, flushed and confused. She leaned on the wall, drifting her hand back down to her still throbbing, dripping wet pussy. Her knees were weak.

This whole job, her whole realm of safety, was about control. She always had it. Men did what she wanted.

There was some...some power he had. Some influence over her. She couldn't explain it. It wasn't natural, but it was acting on her. But she couldn't do anything about it, either.

Her control was rapidly going away. And, fingers dancing on her clit, letting herself ride that wave of euphoria she had just experienced for a little while longer, she couldn't say for sure that she minded.

* * * * *

Rule # 4: Say Please and Thank You. For Everything.



There were a few things she was learning about Clint. 

He liked her cooking, as seen by how quickly he was wolfing down his meal at the table. 

He liked the way she looked, as seen by how he kept wolfing down the sight of her tits and ass. 

And he liked it when she knelt down in front of him.

“Please, baby?”

“I'm still eating.”

“I know. But . . .” she bit her lip. “But, fuck, it's right there and I just can't stop thinking about it.”

She wasn't sure how much of this was an act anymore. She could feel his thoughts in her head, almost, pressing on her. Shaping her. Making her his.

She was sure that he was still definitely interested in fucking her, in having his cock inside of her. Even with her blouse on, covering up her beautiful tits, he was openly staring at the delicious curve they presented.  And he was definitely enjoying her hair falling down, no longer in its ponytail, halfway down her back. It was so thick—thousands of tresses and curls, all done up exclusively for him. Hot long hair that showed she was little more than a sex ornament to adore and desire.

“Please, can I suck you while you eat the meal I made you? I've been dreaming about it all week.”

He set his fork down on the plate for a moment, considering. He stared down at her. Vanessa straightened her back, ensuring her chest was out and up. She knew she had terrific cleavage. Her little pendant sparkled in the light.

“Go grab my suitcase,” he said. “I have something for you.”

She stood up, a bit confused, but of course obedient. She wasn't being paid to argue. She added a deliberate sway to her walk, her ass sashaying in her short skirt. 

What was in the case? Some weird sex toy that he thought would shock her? He would be sorely disappointed in that regard. Vanessa's collection of dildos wasn't exactly exhaustive, but it was remarkable. Many of them she had even used on clients.

She grabbed the suitcase and brought it back, setting it on the table before kneeling before him once again.

He wiped his mouth and hands with the napkin and moved the plate aside, popping open the latches to the suitcase. From inside, he pulled out a small box and handed it to Vanessa.

Inside was an ornate gold-and-emerald choker necklace. Brilliant green stones the sizes of marbles trailed down and outward like a waterfall of opulence. Vanessa's heart caught in her throat.

“I wasn't sure if I was going to give it to you,” he said. “I wasn't sure if it would mesh well with . . . hmm. Certain factors.”

Rule # 15 was giving him problems. Never break character. She needed to cover for him.

“It's been so soon since our anniversary,” she gushed. “I wasn't expecting you to get me anything!”

She crawled onto his lap, still holding the ornate necklace, and kissed him passionately. All of herself pouring into it. She couldn't help the outpouring of emotion. This monumental gift, just because he liked her so much already. He didn't have to give it to her; she never would have found out. No, he wanted her to be recognized for doing so well.

Her kiss was needy, greedy, sucking his wet tongue into her mouth and guiding it around, wanting him to feel the inside of her somewhere. God, he was such a hunk. Vanessa wished all of her clients were half as handsome as he was.

“Please,” she pressed again. “I want to thank you.” She squeezed the thick bulge of his cock. “Properly. Please?”

He nodded, pushing her down on the shoulder. 

“Do it how I like,” he said.

“Thank you, baby.”

She got down on to her knees, tossing her hair back. The choker slid on easy, the lock-clasp no problem to operate. The emeralds decorated her chest and neck wonderfully, turning her into a set piece of his liking. Of his design. The thought turned her on immensely.

With relish, she unzipped his pants and revealed his cock. Already half-hard, it was thick and long, an enormous masterpiece of sucking material. Her mouth watered.

When was the last time she had wanted so badly to suck a cock? Had she ever?

It was hard to focus on foreplay, so great was her need to feel his length in her mouth. But she was trained, practiced. Her soft tongue ran up and down the length of his immense shaft. Always, she kept her eyes focused upward, knowing that he would like it when she focused on him entirely. 

Closing her eyes was always accompanied by a eager moan, and she couldn't help but moan with each drag of her wet, perfectly shaped tongue down the long length of his meat. She kissed all around the head, and then slid away to his balls, kissing there, suckling needfully for a moment. 

She knew she was doing it exactly how he liked, somehow. She knew that...somehow, some way, he was running the show. His powerful mind expanding onto hers, making her what he wanted; molding her entirely. 

He moaned. It was so fun to hear him moan, someone so powerful like that. She could swing this back her way, she knew it. All she had to do was suck him off like she knew he could. Then, this rich stud would be wrapped around her finger, and he wouldn't be able to stop himself from giving her gifts like that necklace again and again. 

Her lips slid over his cock tip slowly, aching and exalting. She let out a deep throaty purr as the head penetrated deep into her mouth, rolling her tongue around its massive hardened girth. He had gotten very hard, very fast. 

It was all going her way, and she knew why. She was putting on her best effort. It was, with him, so effortless to try. It felt good to try—it wasn't a chore.

Was it the necklace? Was it because he had given her such an amazing decoration? She knew, of course, that's all she was to him. Something to decorate his busy life. He didn't have time to go out and capture a beauty like her legitimately. So he bought her, and then bought her something gorgeous to make this beautiful part of his life even more beautiful. 

Vanessa felt her heart swelling even as she sucked lovingly on his cock. She was beauty in his life. Of course he would be helpless against her. Everything up to now had been a front, an act to try and show that he was tough and strong. But in front of her beauty, he would fall like anyone else.

But, almost as soon as she thought this, he unceremoniously pushed her head off his cock. 

“No,” he said, “Not like that.”

It was like he was reading her mind. She thought, at first, that what he meant was that it was time for the main event. She stood up, ready to lead him to the bedroom. But instead, he held on to her hair and pushed her face down to the corner of the table. Not hard, but definitely insistent. He adjusted her posture, making sure her breasts were pressing down on the table and that the necklace was right in front of them. Her lips and chin hung off the table, in ready position.

He took a moment to slap her face with his cock, letting its broad girth thump on her cheek. She gasped. She couldn't look up easily, though her eyes were wide open, but she definitely heard him laugh.

The table was at waist level for him—he was so tall!—and it was nothing for him to push his thick rod straight into her mouth. He plunged deep into her, without warning, the tip of his cockhead pushing into her throat, and then deeper. 

And harder. Again without warning, he picked up his pace. 

Vanessa stared up at him with pleading eyes—slow down, slow down! She moaned with a distinct kind of terror. She didn't know what would happen to her from this; she had never been throatfucked with this sort of intensity before. He just held her  down, rubbing his hands through her immense blanket of hair.

Desperately, she stamped her feet, trying to gain traction or rearrange herself to something more comfortable. But her heels clicked helplessly, scuttling on the marble floor. All she really accomplished was to wave her tantalizing ass in the air at him. Everything she was doing, she knew, would only turn him on more. 

He reached one hand down and pulled up her skirt, revealing her smooth bare skin, the tops of her stockings already covered in her wanton pussy juices. He slapped her ass, hard. It stung horribly, and then he did it again. No compassion, no playfulness—just hard thwacking on her perfectly sculpted flesh.

She had never known she could be dominated so completely.

She had never known she would like it so much. Her volcanic pussy juices ran downward uncontrollably. His thoughts, somehow, were in her head—calm down, you're doing great, keep taking it in, you love it.

And she believed all of it.

All her life, she thought because she was gorgeous, men would automatically trip all over themselves making sure her needs were attended to. And now, here she was, being utterly abused to serve one man's very specific need. Her cunt was on fire. Each new pump into her precum-soaked lips was making her hotter and hotter.

Her hair was sucked against her nostrils, and it was getting hard to breath. His big shaft shining and wet as it plowed in and out of her lovely lips. She didn't know how much longer she could last. Her hands went up to his arm, tapping frantically. I give, I give! 

Clint didn't care. Her fingers wrapped around his forearm—so dense, so strong. He was in total control of her. Her position, her life, even her thoughts. What else was she supposed to be thinking about other than how absolutely thoroughly he was fucking her throat?

“Do you want it?” he grunted out, slapping her ass again. “Does my girlfriendcunt need my cum?”

Raggedly, she moaned out as affirmatively as she could.

He let himself go, his pelvis rocking hard against her mouth, her nose. When his load came, it never even touched her tongue at first, the hot gooey strands rocketing straight down her throat into her tummy. It was so warm, so filling. And so much of it. It felt like pints. He must not have cum in weeks.

He kept shooting as he pulled out of her, and she finally tasted it. Salty, but a little sweet, and still just so deliciously warm. He sprayed a few strands on her face as he exited all the way. Vanessa collapsed to the floor at his feet, trying to find her breath. It felt like the wind had been knocked out of her. 

Clint pulled his pants back up and sat back down. She heard  him picking up his fork off his plate and going back to eating dinner.

“Well?” he asked.

Oh. Of course. The rules. Yes. Follow the rules. Very important.

“Thank you,” she said, curling around his feet. She started kissing them. Slowly, affectionately. Making sure he knew it wasn't just some current in the air, that it was her taking the time to lavish adoration onto him. “Thank you, darling.”

* * * * *

Rule #14: Enjoy yourself.



They sat on one end of her enormous bed. It took up the size of two normal king-sized beds. She had it specially ordered—though of course, she paid less than ten percent of the asking price. 

Vanessa usually slept on one side, and served clients on another. If they wanted to fuck on her sleeping side, she would guide them back over. 

Of course, with Clint, this rule had gone to the wind. He was on her sleeping side, and she hoped he stayed there. His rules seemed so much better than hers, anyway. She clung to his body, possessive, not wanting him to get up for any reason. 

He had his pants off, his shirt unbuttoned. His muscles were so firm and defined, all of him svelte, like some powerful jungle cat. He must have worked out constantly. 

Her sensational body was covered only by her panties and bra, her new necklace, and of course her heels. Rule #6 was to never take off her heels. She liked that one. She looked fantastic in heels, and looking fantastic for Clint was quickly becoming her new favorite activity.

For the past thirty minutes she had just been lazily stroking his mammoth cock. Every few seconds she would sigh, just staring at it. She wanted it back inside of her. He had his hands behind his head, eyes closed, humming leisurely. It was adorable.

“May I ask you something, please?” 

He opened his eyes, looking down at her. “Sure.”

“It's about money.”

He frowned a bit. “ . . . okay.”

“How much of a chunk out of your pay was it to buy me this splendid, wonderful, amazing gift?”

He made a sound, and then he said nothing for a time. Vanessa was afraid she had made him angry. He had fucked her so mercilessly when he was seeming to enjoy her—what would he be like if she angered him?

“Well,” he said finally. “Put it this way: Every stone is real. Someone far, far less than me could pay for months of house payments with it, let's say. Or tuition. Or a new car. And I could buy probably several dozen more before my army of accountants noticed that my monthly allotment for personal expenses was only just starting to dip.”

Vanessa felt herself gulp. But the admission of such wealth created a kind of out-of-body experience for her. She felt distant, disconnected. She was staring openly at him, her mouth hanging open a bit, and her slim hand was on his giant cock, stroking it intently as she looked into his eyes.

He was so handsome, and so rich, and so powerful, and he just knew it.

“You like how rich I am?”

She nodded dumbly, barely thinking, and then shook her head. 

“I like you, love,” she said. “And that you're rich and give me nice things is a nice bonus.”

He smirked. “That sounds nice.”

He wasn't buying it. What territory were they walking into, here? She may as well just tell him the truth. She gave his cock a nice, deliberately long strong. She smiled when he shuddered.

“I'm a gorgeous woman,” she said at last. “We both know that.” She felt his cock jerk in her hands at her own admission of vanity. That was interesting. She continued.

“I have plenty of income on my own, so someone with a good amount of income isn't really of interest to me. So not just anybody can have me. That list is rather small. The list of people who can own me toe to tip . . .” she ran her hand up and down his cock again, slowly again, “that list is even smaller. And the list of men who can control my every single action, who can give me access to all the power this world has ever had  . . . well, that's not a list at all, is it? That's just a name.”

She leaned in close and whispered in his ear. “That's your name, Clint. So come show me how you rule.”

There was something supernatural about him. That was how he had garnered all his power. Being in her mind like he had. She couldn't bring it up to him, couldn't say it—that was the ultimate rule. She couldn't explain how she knew he was fucking her mind. Every time she tried, she just got hornier. 

But truth be told, she found herself not caring. It was hot to be fucked with. And she didn't even care if he made her think that much.

His smile grew. He moved her hand off his cock and picked her up by her tiny waist. He was so big compared to her. With no effort at all, he tossed her further up the bed. Each of his muscles rippling and large. Her knees gathered up on her chest, framing her tits, and he plunged into her.

God, his cock was so fucking enormous. It felt so fucking right, having him inside of her. She was so glad she was so utterly wet. That she had been wet all night, just for him.

She felt like he was splitting her in two. It matched what was happening in her head. The splitting of her philosophy—the one that had told her that she would be in control of everything she ever encountered, and now this stark reality of a man drilling her silly little beliefs into dust with every new perfectly placed stroke of his massive cock.

What had she been thinking, believing she could control this billionaire stud? It was all she could do to keep up with him.

He wrapped his hand around her emerald-decorated throat, holding her tight exquisite muscles there firmly. Vanessa's heart started pounding wildly.

“No one else,” he said, pounding into her. “You belong to no one else.”

Her eyes went as wide as possible. 

Was he talking in the fantasy, still? 

Did he mean it? 

Oh god oh fuck what if he really meant it?

“No one else!” she gasped out. His grip tightened, and her cunt's grip on his cock tightened as well. “I belong to no one else!”

His thrusts got harder, faster. She could feel his big balls slapping against her ass. He was so big, so fucking big, and his cock was just riding on her g-spot.

How long had it been since she had felt sexual bliss like this? How long had it been since she had come anywhere close to orgasm?

And here was this man, this rich fucking arrogant stud, owning her cunt like he owned everything else in his life. She was becoming just one more part of an enormous economy of objects that he controlled utterly.

And Vanessa was fucking loving it. 

His grip on her throat kept tightening, bit by bit, stroke by stroke. How was he just getting bigger inside of her? He hammered into her like some sexual demon.

“Fucking mine,” he said again, his voice thick.

She was outright choking now, and yet still she tried to nod in agreement. Fucking his.

Vanessa, for a few seconds, wondered if he would just kill her. Just fuck her into the bliss that she so desperately wanted him to feel and then wrench her neck until she felt nothing else.

Certainly, he could get away with it. He was fucking her so well that she didn't even think that she would mind. 

Vanessa realized that she had long ago now surrendered totally, utterly, completely to his overwhelming power over her every thought and act. 

The orgasm that flooded through her body with his swift, powerful strokes as he shuddered out another hot round of seed inside her belly, then, was panicky and life-clinging. 

This could be her very last bit of pleasure! He could take it all from her. Her money, her place, her life. She felt her mind grasping at everything—at the bliss he was giving her, at the gasps of breath that he suddenly let flow into her body, at the death grip she had taken on his back, her legs wrapping around his strong form so needfully.

Fuck fuck fuck.

He could have killed her and paid off the cops and whoever else and gotten away it totally clean. And she couldn't stop thinking about how hot that was and how hunkish he was and how twisted her thoughts had become around the massive mind-bending rod he called a cock.

His enormous load of cum felt even bigger than the deposit before from his throat-fucking. Both ends of her layered in his seed now. It felt so good.

“Thank you,” she breathed finally. Obeying. Following rules. “Thank you so much, love.”

* * * * *

Rule #15: Never Break Character.



She slept in the necklace he gave her, its weight reassuring, even in her dreams. Usually her dreams were empty, squalid things. Walking in malls with men staring at her, or waiting in lines at amusement parks for rides that were just elevators shooting downward. But that night—though she could not recall the exact events or scenario—her dreams were pleasant.

She had hoped to wake up before he did, to give him a nice blowjob to guide his entrance to the day. That would be so hot, she thought. 

And after he came, after she thanked him for his cum in her belly, she would tell him how much she loved waking him up by sucking his cock like that. That would get him to come by often, wouldn't it? That would be a regular paycheck.

That would be a regular fuck from this brilliantly handsome, handsome, handsome man who she could not stop her tidal waves of feelings about. Who had fucked with her head somehow. Who owned her thoughts and her mind. She wanted that. She liked it.

But she hadn't woken up in time. Instead, she woke to him stepping out of the shower. She slid up on one arm and watched him dress, her long hair blanketing the bed beneath her. He had a terrific back, the muscles around his spine so thick and well curved. He had a terrific everything.

“Oh,” he said, seeing her finally. “I didn't mean to wake you, doll.”

She smiled. “It's all right. I wanted to wake you up.” Her smile turned into a pout. “In a very special way. You beat me to it.”

“Money doesn't sleep,” he said, wrapping his tie. “I never got used to the idea of doing it myself.”

She slid out of bed, taking the silk sheet with her, covering her body. She nuzzled her face up under his, staring up into his dark green-flecked eyes.

“I'll want to see my man again soon,” she said softly, kissing his chin. “You've really . . . really made me all gooey and puddly inside. Looking at you is just . . . it's almost hard. I'm jelly.”

He kissed her. Soft. Tender, but biting her lips just slightly. Was that a sign? Did he believe her? How could she make him believe her? 

She had been so obedient, so far. Wouldn't he just think she still was obeying?

The kiss ended slowly, each drawing away.

“I have so many things to say to you,” she said softly, her gaze drifting down. “I just . . . I don't want to break any rules. They're so important. You're so important.”

He put his hand under her chin, tilting her head. In control. “That's my girl.”

# # #

Owned By Bare Lust: The Princess

––––––––

Camille, the young nineteen year-old handmaiden to the cruel Princess Mariana, once again found herself turning to Counselor Victor for comfort. She sat in his lap, as always. That was one of the rules he had. She could tell him whatever he wanted, but she had to sit on his lap, first. 

“It was awful!” Camille shuddered. She was so glad the Counselor was there, that he was so strong when she felt so weak. “She took Ana, that damned Tryptian whore, and just led her face down between her lap as I was right there! I was brushing the Princess's hair, and she just stops to get her cunny licked by someone else! Can you believe it?”

Victor tsked. “Tell me about that.”

“Well Ana, I mean, she's beautiful. That dark skin, you know. It's like chocolate. If I wasn't so in love with the Princess myself, I would be happy to watch someone like her lick someone like that. And Ana—she looked so scared at first! Like she wasn't really enjoying it, but she had to, because otherwise Princess Mariana would punish her somehow?”

Camille ran a hand down her half-open blouse. How had it gotten so open? Oh well. Victor was so nice. He wouldn't mind her cooling off. She tweaked a nipple. Her open blouse revealed a tautly muscled young torso.

“That's kind of hot, actually,” Camille admitted. “The look in her eyes, like that. Scared, but accepting. Right before she dove in, it looked like she was smiling. Like being that close to the Princess's pussy just turned her on too much. I'm just . . . I'm just jealous, is all.”

They were in his office in his tower, located in the back of Fairmount Palace. The room was spacious, filled with piles of books on every table and desk, with long groups of flasks and burners off to one corner in the back. 

His tower was sometimes known to the locals as the Cruel Spiral, due to allegations that he would kidnap portions of the populace and experiment on them—Camille didn't buy into such things, of course. Victor had never been anything but lovely to her. That's why she came straight to him with news like this.

His lap was expansive, as Victor was a large man. He had a shaved head, and a dark, trimmed beard, and was rather young to be a Counselor. 

She knew he was actually the youngest Counselor in the Kingdom for over five hundred years. Counselors were the right hands of the King, offering advice to the throne and enacting royal wills on the populace. Normally, there were two or three or even four Counselors at one time. But Victor was the only one the King had currently. 

His rise to power had come after a series of unfortunate deaths, sudden retirements, and one case of thorough madness from his long line of predecessors. They all had Victor as an apprentice, and much suspicion had at one time been cast upon him; but of course, he was innocent. If he wasn't innocent, how had he gotten the job? 

“How does that make you feel, dearie?”

Camille shook her head, her thick, long dark hair sweeping across her svelte form. She had to struggle to look into his piercing, ice-blue gaze for long. His eyes felt like they were breaking her mind apart, but in a good way. The way that cinnamon broke apart on top of a hot cup of tea. 

It felt sometimes like this was all so very wrong. That she shouldn't be sitting in his lap like this. That she should be fighting, perhaps. Or running away. Or telling someone she knew about what they discussed. But, then she would come up to him and complain, and he would calmly explain how much he cared for her and make her a special little drink that made all her cares go away.

Still, every little while, the thought crept back up. Why was she still a handmaiden? She remembered the herbalist, Dell, had offered her a job tending the garden, to be an apprentice underneath him. She even remembered being excited about it. Camille loved herbs, loved plants, loved watching the way they twisted and grew and vibrated with the force of the planet. 

But after she discussed the idea with Victor, it seemed like not a good idea at all. She made fun of Dell as she rejected him, called him a dirty old man. Victor suggested it all, and  Camille listened. The beautiful young brunette was lucky she had. The Counselor had made so many good decisions for her.

Victor's hand was on her thigh, fingers thumping along. He was so patient.

“It makes me feel . . . I don't know. It makes me wish that your love potion would hurry up and work.”

When Camille had revealed her love for the Princess—it was only a short time after she turned down the apprenticeship that she had realized her affection, making Victor's suggestion that she turn down Dell even better—Victor had crafted her a love potion to use. 

It looked awfully similar to the little drinks he made her, but Victor promised her that it wasn't the same. And it felt so good to trust Victor. He was so right and strong.

He nodded sagely. “Yes, I can see how you would want it to work. Though I would proposition that it already is.”

She looked puzzled. “What do you mean?”

“Have you noticed any—shall we say—other instances of amorous activity of the Princess before this?”

“Oh, no. Not at all.”

Princess Mariana was well-known throughout the kingdom for being rather icy. Glacial, as a matter of fact, when it came to romance. At eighteen, she was years beyond the proper age of betrothal. But her father, the King, was wrapped around her pretty finger, and let her do whatever she wanted.

It was easy to let Mariana do whatever she wanted. The young blond was beyond gorgeous—most of the populace was convinced she was a living divinity, some physical form of one of the Seven Divines. 

There was a saying—as Princess Mariana went, so went the Kingdom of Elysia. Certainly the King went along with anything she had to say, even more so since his wife's death some years past.

“Well,” Victor ran a hand through her hair. Camille trembled again, harder this time. She could feel it in her nipples, starting to stand up firmly against the loose cloth of her half-open blouse. “I would take that as a good sign, my dear. She was obviously overcome with emotion in your presence. Perhaps, being so long without a partner, or without any real affection, she simply didn't know how to proposition you correctly?”

Camille nodded eagerly. That made perfect sense. Victor was always making such good sense. 

When she had first come to him, weeks ago, he made sense right away. Well, she hadn't so much come to him as he had shown up in her quarters. But then he took out his wonderful crystal of truth. 

He explained, quite well, how no one could lie when the crystal was taken out. 

Look at how well it sparkled and shined. It was impossible to think that anything he said was something other than the truth, wasn't it? Wasn't that crystal nice?

That night, he revealed how much he cared for her. How he saw her as a daughter, or maybe a little sister. And how she needed to confide in him.

When Camille had first started talking to Victor, she believed silly things—like that she didn't want to be a handmaiden forever, even a royal one. That she had big, grand aspirations. Become an apprentice to someone. Maybe the herbalist? Maybe even be the royal herbalist someday?

Victor helped her realize that was just part of her latent repression of her sexuality. That what she really wanted was to fall in the arms of sweet, gorgeous Princess Mariana, and lick her pussy forever after. 

“I think you must be right, Counselor Victor,” she said sweetly. “It's just...it's so hard to see things how you do, sometimes. You're so wise and kind.”

“Perhaps my little crystal could make things a bit more clear?”

“Oh yes,” she said breathily, her chest heaving, one hand coming up to paw at his bicep. “Please, let me look into the crystal again?”

“Very well,” he said, reaching into his pocket. “Assume the truth position, my dear.”

Obediently, she slid off his lap, and knelt down in front of him. Staring up at him with her deep, dark brown eyes. He had explained to her that this was the only proper way to receive the truth he had to deliver.

“The oath, first.”

The young beauty nodded, her pouty lips forming a serious line. She knew the oath by heart. She held a hand to one breast, tweaking a nipple, as she raised her other hand in the air.

“I hereby promise to honor the crystal of truth, to recognize its power, to open my mind to its revelations, no matter how strange or foreign, and to enact its vision however I may.”

“Good girl.” 

Camille felt a slickness in her thighs at his words—in fact, at just saying the oath. That was new. When he took out the crystal from a pocket in his robes, the slickness intensified a hundredfold.

“Let's start with some affirmation, yes?”

“Affirmation,” Camille said, her voice sleepy. “Yes.”

Her mind was barely capable of describing the crystal, its effects. She felt like she was swimming in the universe, in the time before time began, bumping up against all the vibrations of the stars.

“You trust me.”

She nodded slowly. “I trust you.”

“I am your counselor.”

“You are my counselor.”

“My words are always right.”

“Your words are always right.”

He stroked her face. His touch so gentle, so caring. She moaned appreciatively. The wetness between her thighs increased.

“You love Princess Mariana.”

She nodded eagerly. “I love Princess Mariana.”

“She deserves to be Queen, right away.”

“She deserves to be Queen, right away.”

Camille's hand was still on one nipple, tweaking and fondling. Had it been there the whole time? Oh well. It was wonderful. Victor was wonderful. And so right.

“You'll do anything to make this happen.”

“I'll do anything to make this happen.”

“Touch your clit, dear. Finger your hot little pussy. You'll listen better.”

Camille complied with a moan. That made perfect sense. With as slick as she was, her fingers slid right in.

“I am the true King of this realm.”

“You are the . . .” she fingered herself harder, struggling to make it make sense.

“The true king of this realm. Remember your oath, Camille. Open your mind.”

Yes. Open her mind. Be a good girl. Her fingers pumped in and out, the soft wet noises filling up the space between her and the crystal.

“True king,” moaned Camille. “Mind open.”

“I am the true King of this realm.”

“You are the true King of this realm.”

She just trust Victor. So much. He had to be telling the truth. If she had been able to see herself, she would know that her eyes—deep dark brown—had been turned shining and blue as she stared into the crystal.

“The current King is an imposter.”

“The current King is an imposter.”

Yes, of course he was. Victor was the true King of the realm. The current King had to be an imposter.

“He deserves to die for his treasonous crime.”

“He deserves to die for his treasonous crime.”

They repeated this a few more times. It was drilled thoroughly into her head.

“The Princess deserves a real King.”

“The Princess deserves a real King.”

This only made sense. Camille's fingers plunged ever deeper into her cunt, her thumb working harder on her hot little clit. A puddle had started to form underneath her. Yes. A real King for Mariana. 

“The Princess deserves me.”

“The Princess deserves you.”

Yes, oh yes. Victor was the Real King. Mariana deserved a Real King. She deserved Victor. Of course she did.

“Princesses should serve a true King's every need.”

“Princesses should . . . should serve . . .”

“Princesses should serve a true King's every need.”

“Princesses should serve a true . . . a true . . .”

Camille whined. This was starting to feel wrong again. Her hot little fingers in her snatch began to slow.

Victor stood up for a moment, taking the crystal with him. Some of Camille's fog started to clear. Victor was . . . was a King? Was that right? It had to be, because he said it, and yet . . . 

He returned with a goblet in his hand.

“You should drink this.”

Camille nodded blankly. “I should drink this.”

The liquid was warm, thick, full of happiness and warmth. It wasn't wine, not exactly, because it was too milky and smooth, but it was red and had the tinge of alcohol. Just like every time before that she had drained this sort of drink, Camille felt like she was flying. She let the goblet clank down to the ground from an empty, strengthless hand.

“Princesses should serve a true King's every need.”

Her cunt felt afire Her fingers slid in and out with renewed vigor. She felt her orgasm fast approaching.

“Princesses should seerve aaa truuue King's. Mmmmm. Oh. Every need.”

“I am the True King.”

“You are the Truuue King.”

“Princess Mariana should serve me.”

Camille's fingers were deep in her pussy now, her thumb riding ceaselessly over her clit. It was sooo good. 

“Focus, girl. Give yourself a nice little cum, and focus.”

Camille came almost immediately, her hips bucking as her melting hot pussy vibrated with pleasure. It was the command. She just had to do what he said, and it was so easy to obey him. He was sooo strong. 

She had closed her eyes when she came, but when she opened them, the crystal was right there.

“Princess Mariana should serve me.”

“Princess Mariana should serve you.”

Camille licked her lips. Mariana wasn't the only one who should serve Victor.

“You serve Princess Mariana.”

“I serve Princess Mariana.”

“You should serve me.”

Camille's hand had snaked up his robes, gleefully finding the lack of any impediment to his already completely hard cock. 

“I should serve you,” she purred.

“I am your King.” His voice getting ragged now.

She made her strokes long, using her thumb around his cockhead to spread the precum around. Before long, his entire shaft was slick.

“You are my King.”

He pushed forward, his cock right in front of her face now. 

“My cock is the only one you need.”

“Your cock is the only one I need.” Her voice breathy, hot, tinged with the need he prescribed.

“You want to be filled by my kingcock.”

“I want to be filled by your kingcock.”

Drool was sliding past her lips, running down her chin. She could not help but lick his perfect shaft as he spoke. It tasted an awful lot like the substance from the goblet. How wonderful.

“You want to be bred by my seed.”

“I want to be bred by your seed.”

Victor grabbed her by her incredible volume of hair and shoved her forward on her cock. She had no say in the matter anymore, no control. He slid her back and forth, up and down his shaft, and she simply complied like a good servant. One of his hands still held the crystal over her eyes, completely transfixing her. 

“I am your King,” he said. “I am your Master. I own you. I own your cunt. I own your womb.”

She moaned out affirmatives each time. Her hot lips stayed slick on his shaft, and she made sure her tongue was actively adoring every precious inch of Master's flesh that she felt. He was so good to her.

He was so delicious and perfect. She was his. He owned her. Her MasterKingOwner. He was so perfect.

Her big, lovely tits were mashing up against his knees as he fucked her pretty face. He wasn't slowing down. She didn't care. It was so hot how she didn't care how hard he fucked her face. She was his plaything. He could do whatever he wanted. 

“When I cum, you cum,” he ordered.

“Mmmhmmm!” 

She was so close anyway. Her cunt juices had already ruined her dress. She had no idea how she was going to walk back to her quarters without being called out for being a slut. She didn't care. She was Master's slut.

She felt his balls tense up, his every muscle tighten. Then heaven arrived in her mouth in liquid form, every Divinity singing out the praises in her mind of this Masterful Lord and King who owned her. Her orgasm frolicked across her body, burying her in pleasure, even as his seed buried itself deep in her tummy. Its taste was transcendent, the feeling euphoric. The thick hot wetness slid hot down her throat, each inch of it sliding so perfectly inside of her young, willing body. 

Every hot new spurt was just dirt on the grave of that silly thing she had called a will. It made her so happy to not have to worry about any thoughts but her Master's thoughts from now on.

All the bliss must have knocked her out, because when the waves of bliss finally subsided, she was on the floor, and he was walking around naked, preparing mixtures. She watched him cum—almost as if by his own will—into a flask, and then pour that into a goblet with a few other tinctures. Camille pouted—she wanted to be the one to make him cum.

He set down the tray on a stool in front of her.

“Make yourself presentable, dearie,” he said. He pointed at the tray. “The goblet goes to the Princess, that's your second trip. Your first trip is to take the bottle to the King.”

“The imposter King, Master?”

He smiled. “That's right, pet. You tell the guards it's from Dell, the herbalist. For the King's cough.”

“This will cure the King's cough?”

Master smiled. “It will seem to make the symptoms subside, for about six hours. And then all of a sudden, he will not be able to stop. He should die within the week. Do you have a problem with that?”

She shook her head. Of course not. The imposter had to be punished. Master had to assume his proper position. And Princess Mariana should serve him as the Queen. 

All of these things made such perfect sense. She was so lucky Victor explained them to her.

* * * * * 

Mariana, finally, was back in her quarters. She loved her Royal Tower—its enormous chain of bedrooms, the voluminous bath that was the size of some common people's houses, the enormous outdoor garden that had its flowers changed out three times a day. The size of it, the opulence, the wealth dripping off the walls—these were all just reminders to her that she absolutely deserved her exalted position.

The numerous mirrors she had positioned on every wall were similar reminders. The multitude of her reflections were, of course, each fabulously stunning. Be it her thick mane of gorgeous golden blond hair, her vibrant emerald green eyes, her sensationally trim form with such perfectly shaped breasts, her exquisitely long legs, or even her face—so perfectly angelic and haughty,  ideal for her station—all of these were just reminders that she deserved her place at the top. 

Furthermore, they were reminders that, if she was not one of the Seven Divines in human form (as she was so justifiably starting to believe as she grew in beauty each day), she was at the very least chosen by them to be their prophet of beauty and power to the Kingdom of Elysia. 

As Mariana went, so went the Kingdom of Elysia. The Princess had heard the saying. It was quite a lot to live up to, but she felt more than up to the task. Tomorrow, she would be coronated as Queen with the ceremony on the Ten Thousand Steps, and the belief in her as the divine ruler of the country would be solidified ever more.

Her outfit certainly wasn't doing anything to disprove that belief. Today, she had on a rich crimson gown trimmed with golden chain. Her delightful breasts were on full display by the cut of the dress. Long, wide slits in the fabric started at her hips and ran the length of her scorching hot legs. Tall stiletto heels decorated her feet, with golden ribbon wrapping upward from the heels on each leg to her thighs. Her ornate crown rested perfectly in her perfectly arranged volume of golden hair, the diamonds there sparkling with every move. Elbow-length gloves, decorated again with golden chain, completed the regal look.

She was glad to be back in these quarters, alone once more. The morning had been tumultuous, to say the least. There had been an overwhelming amount of evidence to convict that damned herbalist, Dell, for killing the King. 

Mariana had never had much love for her father, and in fact was rather glad to see him go. Just as she knew she deserved her position as Princess, she knew she deserved an even higher one, as the one Queen of the Realm. But still, punishments had to be dealt out. Even if Mariana didn't automatically believe he was guilty—and with his ratty grease-sponging hair and his misshapen face and body, it was hard not to—there were over twenty eyewitnesses that collaborated the story that said he had wanted to kill the king for some time now.

Still, it was quite odd how all of the witnesses just so happened to be some of the most gorgeous young women in Fairmount Palace.  And more than that, over half of them were Mariana's servants. When asked why they hadn't stopped the herbalist on their own, or why they had not alerted the guards, they simply said they never thought he was really serious. 

Mariana—the final decider in these matters, after hearing the prosecution led by Counselor Victor—felt it was a simple decision to make. She could hardly say all those gorgeous maidens were lying, after all, even if she knew firsthand that a great deal of them weren't quite maidens.

The herbalist denied it all thoroughly, of course. He was quite vehement about his innocence, and seemed rather shocked when he had been assigned to the dungeons for the rest of his life. That wouldn't be much longer, Mariana knew. One could hardly let a killer of kings go on living.

She sighed. She could really use a lay. Only a month ago, that thought would have never entered her head. She would have never considered calling in one of her handmaidens to skillfully lick her pussy while she looked down and stroked the dear pet's hair, cooing softly in royal tones. But now, it was second nature. 

At times, Mariana found it curious that her sexuality—now that it had finally decided to bloom—was focused so directly on women. Women were gorgeous, of course, delicious little playthings for her to admire and enjoy. But it did not seem the norm.

In her dreams, sometimes, she was pinned against a wall and fucked mercilessly by a tall man. One wearing a crown. She called him King. His shaft riding into her virgin cunt, throbbing inside her with the pulse of the universe.

But, every man she came across hardly measured up to those dreams. One of many disappointments to stomach as Princess, and soon, Queen.

She called out to the servants waiting just outside. “A drink!” she called.

There was no response. 

Annoyed, she called out again. 

“A drink, I said! One from Camille!”

The drinks from that particular servant were the only kind that did the job, as of late. Mariana did not know what the delectable brunette put in the beverages. She did not care. She just wanted more of them. 

There was still no response.

Ready to fly into a rage, Princess Mariana strutted back across the marble floor in her magnificent heels—she had never quite learned to walk without strutting and showing off how gorgeous she was—and opened the door.

Camille was right behind the door already, holding a goblet full of the milky red liquid. Frilly little green gloves decorated her hands as they held the goblet. The dazzling brunette was smiling warmly, wearing a green silk dress, the fabric entirely sheer. It was impossible not to stare at Camille's bulging pregnant belly, her milk-engorged breasts. 

Camille held the goblet up in a green-gloved hand. “Your refreshment, my Princess.”

Mariana snatched it from her, taking a sip. The euphoria swept over her instantly. Everything started to feel better.

“Where are my guards?” asked Mariana. “The other servants?”

Camille looked around. The usual posting of ten armed guards and a servant for each was nowhere to be found.

“I believe they moved down the hall,” said Camille. “To give you your privacy on this tiresome day.”

Mariana had already stopped listening. Tiresome. It was all so tiresome, that was exactly the word. She had no mind to keep track of the movements of servants. 

The gorgeous royal teenager strode back inside her quarters, and found the nearest couch to slide her luxurious body on. She sipped away at her drink, enjoying its thick texture, the constant state of euphoria it spread through her hot body.

“When did you get so pregnant?” she asked.

Camille had followed Mariana, sitting at the edge of an adjacent couch. Mariana was resting deep in the pillows, almost flat, and Camille was looking down at her. The long tresses of the brunette's sparkling, soft hair tickled Mariana's face pleasantly. Everything was so pleasant.

“Oh, not too long ago, Princess. My Sir . . . his seed is so strong. I won't be pregnant for much longer.”

Mariana giggled. “That doesn't make sense, dearie. I'll have to educate you sometime about how it all works.”

“I'd love to have you educate me, Princess.”

Camille placed a hand on her shoulder. Soft, small. It was only inches away from her breast. So daring. So bold.

“Do you think I'm pretty, Princess?”

Of course she thought Camille was pretty. What a silly thing to ask. Even though she was enormously pregnant. Maybe even partly because of that. Camille was positively glowing. And her breasts, formerly delicious little morsels, had turned into amazing feasts for the eyes. Perhaps for more than just the eyes.

“Oh yes,” said Mariana.

“It's just that,” Camille opined. “You've never let me lick you like you have the other girls.”

“Really?”

Certainly that wasn't true. Mariana took a deep gulp from the goblet. Camille was so very gorgeous, and Mariana had never slept with her? That was akin to blasphemy.

“Really, Princess. And I understand if you don't think I'm attractive. It's just . . . I would very much like to.”

Mariana took another deep gulp, the warm euphoria washing over her. What a novel idea, having Camille lick her. What a fun little task for the day. She sat up a bit on the couch, spreading her legs.

“Why don't you start, then?”

Camille's face lit up. She had such a gorgeous young smile. “Wonderful! Thank you, Princess!”

She got into position between Mariana's legs, started to move downward, and then stopped suddenly.

“I'm sorry,” she said. “My necklace here is getting in the way. Let me move it.”

She pulled out from her expansive cleavage a shiny, bright crystal. Mariana could not stop staring at it. The crystal shone and shone, pouring out blue light into the expansive quarters.

“Do you like it?” asked Camille. “Master gave it to me. The same man who impregnated me. He's so very good.”

“ . . . very good . . .” said Mariana, her eyes caught on the stone. 

“When the crystal is out, you have to watch it. You have to follow it.”

“Have to watch it. Follow it.” Mariana's voice had gotten very quiet.

“You know that everything I say is so true. So right.”

“Everything you say . . . so true. So right.” Mariana giggled, her eyes becoming more and more blank, even as little sparks of blue began to grow larger and larger in her pupils.

“You trust me,” said Camille.

“I trust you.”

Camille, still holding the crystal steady, slid off the Princess's panties. An easy maneuver. Mariana didn't notice at all.

“Everything I say is sooo right,” Camille said again.

“Everything you say. Sooo right.”

Camille slid one pair of gloved fingers around Mariana's pussy, stroking the folds gently.

“My words are your thoughts.”

“Your words. My thoughts.”

The goblet in Mariana's hands lost its battle with balance and tipped clumsily to the floor. The potent concoction spilled everywhere. Its hot smell slid into the overwhelming heat pouring out from the pussies of the two teenage beauties on the couch.

“Being a Princess is so hard.”

“Being Princess.” Mariana sighed deeply as Camille's fingers pressed more insistently. “Is so hard.”

“Being a Queen will be even harder.”

“Being Queen. So much harder.”

Camille's fingers were rubbing intently on Mariana's clit, now. It was such a hot little button. Camille loved it—loved everything about Mariana. 

“You belong with a husband.”

“I belong with husband.”

“You belong with a King.”

Mariana nodded helplessly. “Belong. With King.”

Camille, even though she was the one holding the crystal, was still rather vulnerable to it. So even as she was helpless to do anything but follow her Master's orders and carry out the induction for him, her eyes could not help but lock on to the crystal and reinforce all these beliefs that Master laid out for the Princess. As Camille hypnotized Mariana, Camille hypnotized herself.

“Touch your tits, Princess. It's good for you to touch your hot tits.”

“Good to touch my tits.”

Mariana complied happily, sighing and then moaning as her dainty, gloved fingers adored her nipples.

“You need a man to tell you what to do.”

“I need a man . . . tell me to do.”

“Your mind is just a weak female's mind.”

“My mind issa weak. Female mind.”

“Only one man is fit to rule you.”

“Only one man fit to ruuule me.”

Camille's gloved fingers were sliding in and out of Mariana's pussy fast now, hard. It was so wet down there. Her thumb still riding over the Princess's royal teen clit. So slick and hot. Her hot little fuckglove getting so primed for a thick, hard cock inside of her.

“Only one man is fit to rule this realm.”

“One man. Only. Rule the realm.”

“You obey this man.”

“Obey this man.”

“Counselor Victor is this man.”

Mariana nodded helplessly. It all made so much sense now that Camille said it.

“Counselor Victor is man.”

“Counselor Victor is your Master.”

“Victor is Master.”

“You obey Master.”

“I obey Master.”

Mariana's voice was clouded with the need to cum. She was sooo close. She just had to keep obeying, keep repeating. That was all sooo good and so was everything else in the world, thanks to her obedience. Camille was so wonderful to teach her like this.

“You love Master.”

“Looove Master!”

“You worship Master.”

“Worshiipp Masterrr!”

“Keep saying it. You obey Master. You love Master. You worship Master.”

Camille slid her face down at last to Mariana's pussy. 

She started licking immediately, relishing the Princess's sweet, royal teen cunt's juices all over her beautiful face. Master had taken so much of her mind, and justifiably so—so much of it was useless and served no purpose to Master's plan—but Camille still had enough of it to recognize that she had wanted Mariana's hot young pussy for the longest time. 

Every single lick, every little nudge of her lips, every hot gasp she breathed into her darling Princess's flesh, was heaven come down to Camille.

Mariana kept chanting out, obeying happily as Camille licked her.

“Obey Master. Loove Master. Worshiip Master. Obeeyyyy Masterrr. Loooveee Master. Worrrship Masterrr. Obeeyyy Master. Looove Masterrrrr. Worshiiiiip Masterrrrr.”

Camille's tongue was so soft, so slick and insistent. Mariana came with a hot chanting scream, thrashing up and down in the couch. 

“WorshIIPP MastERRR. OBEY MASterrr. LOVE Masssterrrr.”

For a moment there was silence as Mariana's mind tried to grasp what it was, exactly, that was happening. Or, it felt like silence—Mariana kept chanting, though, and there were still tiny schlicking sounds as Camille studiously attended the young Princess's pulsating cunt. 

Camille slid away after a moment, though.

“Would you like to meet him, Princess? Would you like to meet your new King?”

The double-doors banged across the quarters. Counselor Victor entered the room, immediately disrobing. Mariana gasped at his sensationally cut musculature, his throbbing pecs and solid brick of abdomen muscles. And his manhood! It was monstrously huge, thick as a bottle and just as long. It would rearrange her entire life just to have him inside of her. She was desperate for such change. 

He was godly. He was certainly her God. She needed to obey him. Love him. Worship him.

He closed the distance between them shortly, and put a strong hand underneath her chin. 

“Hello there, Princess. I'm sorry I'm a little late. I had to convince my other special girls that fucking guards to distract them wasn't betraying my trust.”

Mariana giggled helplessly. He was saying so many things at once. It was hard to focus on them all. She just nodded, agreeing happily. “Yes, Master.”

His smile broadened. Mariana felt her cunt do backflips just from that small gesture. He pushed Camille to the floor, where she landed with a little happy giggle. Her face was smeared with Mariana's juices. That was so hot. This was all so hot. Mariana pulled at Master, guiding him downward.

“Please, Master,” she moaned. “Please, fuck me like I deserve. Fuck your Princess like no one else can.”

He said nothing, just smiling intensely. His cock was so monstrously hard. Her cunt was slick, perfectly lubricated thanks to Camille's efforts. He entered inside of her with complete ease. Every throbbing inch of him pushing aside her maidenhood like it was nothing at all. She barely felt the pain—pleasure was the name of the day as his cockmeat filled her gentle teen pussy more and more.

His massive size dominated her entire mind—there was no other thought that could possibly penetrate her skull when he was penetrating her so thoroughly. Completely, that was the word. She was complete, now, with him inside of her. It was so wonderful, so perfect, that her very first man was actually her God, was her husband-to-be, was her supreme King.

And then. Then he started to fuck her properly. The enormous size pumping in and out of her tiny cunt. The meat so completely dominant, so large and veiny and diamond-hard. He ruled her, totally. She squeezed her tight snatch as best she could, hoping her soft warm wetness was so nice for him. There was nothing she wanted more than to possess the hottest, wettest, tightest place in the world for his wonderful cock.

She was so happy, serving underneath him. This was her true place, her true role. Princesses were made to serve Kings like him. He slapped her lightly on one cheek, and then the other, his hands moving downward to paw artlessly at her enormous breasts. She smiled at him, licking her lips.

Camille was on the ground next to them, fingering her pussy, cumming again and again from the sight of these two individuals fucking each other so hard. Her hair had become a tangled, sweaty mass around her pregnant body, wrapping around her tits and ass in a loving coil. Her dress was all disheveled, hanging loosely off of her swelling breasts.

“My Royal Slave,” grunted Master, as he fucked Mariana even harder.

“Your Royal Slave!”

He pumped harder and harder at Mariana's affirmation. His thumbs running over her big nipples.

“You are my PrincessFuckToy.”

“Your PrincessFuckToy!”

She pushed back into him as he pushed into her, hoping to massage his perfect cock even more as it delivered his holy message inside of her.

“My little Teen Queen.”

“Your Teen Queen!” She cried back, instantly.

“Mine to own.”

“Yours to own!”

Her eyes were getting maniacal now in their ferventness—unblinking, ever widening.

“You're mine to breed,” he grunted.

“Yours to breed!”

His load shot inside her with all the intensity of a thunderstorm. She felt like she was going to explode from the pure electricity of it, from the overload of hot, sexual bliss that he delivered. 

It was like the feeling from the drink that Camille delivered multiplied by thousands. Millions. Her head hung loosely off the couch, staring and giggling softly at nothing at all. Her mind felt totally gone. She felt him exit her cunt, and whined helplessly, one gloved hand raising up to beg for more. He had made her feel so good.

She turned to look at her Master's perfect body.

Oh god, he was still hard! Even after filling her full of his fuckdaddy superstrong breeding cum, he was still sooo hard. His cock was slick and wet with her juices still, with his juices. She licked her lips.

He sat down on the couch, at the other end from her.

“Camille,” he called out. “Attend me.”

Mariana put a dainty hand to her mouth, taken aback. She sat up on the couch, her heart pounding fast. Some of the fog clearing away.

“My darling Master,” she gasped, “Am I not allowed to clean your cock? Have I been . . . demoted?”

He smiled, clearly enjoying her shock at possible rejection..

“Of course not, my dearest. Come,” he said, guiding Mariana's hand. “Join Camille. Join your sister-in-servitude.”

“Yesss,” Camille purred, staring happily into Mariana's green gaze. “Join me, love, please!”
Mariana could not resist her Master's command. She did not know if she had the fortitude to resist anything Camille said now, either. She was sooooo stunning. A slave. Just like her. 
They both began stroking and kissing Master's cock, happily obeying.

“I deserve lots of Slave Princesses, don't I, girls? And lots of Slave Queens, too. Lots and lots.”

“Lots and lots,” they echoed together, and then giggled at how they both said it at the same time, in the same adoring sing-songy voice.

“Good girls.”They both swooned. Stroking him even harder. Mariana's hand on top, Camille's below. Their gloves shining and sparkling, getting covered over with streams of precum.

“Now, because I do, so unquestionably, deserve a few Queens, it only makes sense that you two would be the first of so many, since you're both so unbelievably gorgeous. Mariana has just the slightest bit of superiority, since she was a real Princess in the old world, but Camille . . . Camille, you were the one first responded so positively to my concoctions. Before you, I had many failures. But you are the symbol of my triumph. The symbol of how I deserve so much. So much more than only Mariana as my Queen.”

They each nodded. Smiling at each other knowingly.

“And once I have enough Queens...well, that means it will be time to promote the two of you. The idea of the Seven Divinities ought to be somewhat updated, I think. ”

Their hearts both caught in their throats. Promotion! They were so excited. Of course they knew they deserved it.

“Now, I want you two to tell each other how much you care for each other.” He stroked Mariana's hair with one hand, and then Camille's with the other. “How much you adore each other, and want so desperately to make each other happy. For me.”

“Yes, Master!” they cooed.

Mariana went first. “Camille, I think you're incredible.” Her voice sugaring each word. “I love the way your cheekbones are so proud and amazing, how your jawline is so utterly smooth and perfect, your glorious face, your simply ravishing body, your sense of style, your hair...you are the complete package, and then some. You are just...” she moaned, watching Camille get turned on by the talk, watching her glorious brown eyes brim with need for more praise from her new sister-slave. “...just amazing. I love you, Camille. I adore you...and I hope you adore me.”

Camille nodded, bringing her face closer to Victor's cock. The two of their faces so close to the pulsing, throbbing meat, as they stared desperately into each other's eyes, looking for more angles of devotion.

“I...I chose this dress for you, Mariana.” She flattened out the green sheer fabric that was barely still on her body. “Because I know it's your favorite color, because it's just like your eyes. I wanted you to know that all the things that are your favorites are my favorite too. And I want you to know I think you're so fucking precious and gorgeous and amazing and I just so utterly, completely adore you so fucking much and—”

Mariana cut her off with a sizzingly perfect kiss, melding their wet, thick lips together with ferocious passion. Their mouths, so close to Master's cock, quickly latched onto it, making out with each other as they ran their lips up and down his magnificent meat. They each adored his massive length, their perfect lips overrunning.

Mariana loved her fellow slave Camille, loved how completely in love they both were with Victor, loved how they both worshiped him with everything they had. It was so utterly perfect.

Their tongues molded down on Victor's cock, adoring it, loving it, loving him, loving each other. There was enough of it for Mariana to suck and deepthroat the head while Camille went on to suckle on his shaft, and vice versa. 

Master's body tensed up. They each moaned in their kisses, knowing he would gift them with his cum so soon. 

And, just when it seemed like he wouldn't, when it seemed like they couldn't live any longer without one more second of his seed, he came. The hot, thick, brilliant white strands sprayed deep into Mariana's throat, Master shoving her down first on his orgasming member. Then he pulled her off and shoved the meat deep into Camille's perfect, waiting mouth. The slaves moaned and shook with orgasm, their tits all mashed together, their legs intertwined with their Master's, his cum soaking the mass of their perfect, silky soft strands. 

They swallowed it down eagerly, loving the warm, perfect feeling of it oozing into their bodies, of each perfectly crafted atom decorating their utterly beautiful beings. They giggled and laughed richly, almost crying in joy.

"Thank you, Master," they cooed together. "Thank you, King Victor."

Mariana loved the feel of his warm goo all over her, the blanket of wet hotness it provided.

Inside her belly, Mariana could already feel her Master's seed going to work, filling her up with life. Her belly swelling just slightly, her tits growing. His power grew within her, just as it grew in the realm. For as Mariana went, so went the kingdom of Elysia.

# # # 

Owned By Bare Lust: The Renaissance Fair

––––––––

The two of them, Derek and Estelle, sat alone in her tent on Saturday morning. It was early in the day, about an hour before the second weekend of the Breaker County Fall Renaissance Fair began. Warmth spread out from a small space heater ran underneath a rock which attempted to hide the anachronism. The weather outside was cold and drizzly, and yet both of the young players seemed to have a glow to their complexion. After the vigorous, thoroughly hot night they had shared the night before, this was probably to be expected. 

In her tiny medieval witch outfit, Estelle looked even more preposterously busty than she normally did. The red lacy corset just barely wrapped around her oversized breasts—which had grown in the past year since she had bought it at the age of eighteen, though none of the rest of her body had, staying short and otherwise slender—and the skimpy black-and-red dress on top of the corset displayed more than it hid. Across from Derek, her long, tanned legs were no mystery—and neither was expanse of beautiful black hair, or her ruby red lips, or her smoldering dark eyes. All of this was entirely focused on Derek—arranged, she hoped he could see, just for him.

“Thank you for coming in here,” she leaned forward. It had the desired effect—he looked straight into her exposed cleavage. “I know you have a lot to prepare.”

Derek shrugged. His armor clinked. Most of it was plastic, but there was enough metal to make it appear and feel largely realistic. As a knight, Derek had one of the most physically demanding jobs in the fair, always preparing and recovering from the latest joust. The jousts were choreographed and arranged, of course, but that didn't mean people weren't really falling from moving horses. 

“No problem.” He had a nice smile. “What’s this about?”

Estelle smiled. He was being coy. That was fine. She could work with that.

“I just want you to know...” she took a breath. She had practiced this, dang it! It was supposed to be easy. “I just want you to know that all the feelings you have, I have too.”

“Oh, really?” He grinned suddenly, incredibly relieved. “That’s great.”

Her heart soared.

Before last night, Derek had always struck her as something of a dullard, if a cute one. After every rehearsal on Friday night, the renaissance fair players celebrated with a night out, partying and drinking at the house of their boss, Hazel. Usually, Derek hung out with his lovely girlfriend, Britney. But, Britney had been called away early in the night to take care of something family-related, and Derek and Estelle ended up having several drinks together. Enough for Estelle to really get to know Derek, and to discover the poetic heart he had underneath all that brash exterior. 

The things he said to her...the way he told her he felt about her, the way he had felt about her for ages! It was the stuff of beautiful, beautiful romances. For months and months now—since their senior year, he said—he had held a steadfast crush on Estelle. And last night, finally aware of all that passion (and rather influenced by the shots and beers she had taken in over the night), Estelle quickly allowed him to capitalize on his love.

“Yes,” she gushed to him, holding his hands tight. “I just...I feel now that I could sense how you’ve felt for a long time. It makes sense, now.”

Derek slipped his hands out of hers, leaning back and letting out a big sigh. 

“Oh god, that’s a relief. This tiny tent...us sitting this close. Man.” He shook his head. “For a minute there, I thought you were crushing on me or something. I’m glad you know this was all just casual.”

Like a turbine suddenly without steam floating through it, Estelle’s thoughts powered down. 

“What?”

“You said we had the same feelings. Those are my feelings.”

“What are your feelings?”

“That it was all casual?” He smiled, as if she was joking. “I just said that. I don’t want anything serious with you. I’ve got Britney.” He adjusted his sleeves, armor clinking. “She won’t have sex until we’re married, so I’m probably gonna marry her. You really helped me get some release from all this blue balls I've had lately. I’m glad you’re not gonna talk about this or anything.”

Estelle was speechless. He must have taken her silence as acquiescence, because he stood up to leave.

Voice strangled, Estelle said, “You t-told me...you said you loved me, Derek.”

“Oh, right.” He laughed. “You know, that’s just something people say, isn’t it? I mean, when you bang? Doesn’t it just sort of...” he waved his hands. “Make it all hotter? Adds to the magic of it, right? You’re a 'witch.' You should appreciate that.”

Clearly, he thought he was being funny.

“You can’t do this to me.” Her words had taken a manic edge now. She stood up, pointing at him. “I won’t let you just do this to me.”

He frowned, realizing only now how serious she had been. “Look, I don’t want anything more to do with you, okay?” In a clatter of plastic and metal, he stood up. “Don’t contact me anymore. If you try and tell somebody, I’ll just put out the word that you’re a slut and a liar. Do you want that?”

This...this bastard, though Estelle. This utter and complete bastard. He had let her feel—he had told her—he had promised—he had said—

“I curse you, Derek! I curse you!”

He laughed at her, a reaction probably more damaging than anything else could have been. 

“You are getting way too much into character, honey. I’m out.”

And he left, leaving Estelle alone, dejected, and miserable. She wanted to sob and breakdown, but the fair would be opening soon and she could not be seen like that. A witch had to have composure, or else she would ruin everyone’s experience.

Estelle would break down later. Yes—at home, over some chocolates and ice cream, maybe. But she wouldn’t let Derek ruin the day of those who had come to enjoy her little show. 

She sat down at her little “spell table,” completely overwhelmed. In front of her was a rather-realistic looking skull, some formaldehyde jars of fake body parts, and a few oddly-shaped flasks filled with menacingly-colored liquids. All of it would glow faintly when she turned the lantern light down.

As if of their own accord, her hands found the little fetish she had picked up in a market yesterday morning on her way to rehearsal. It sat next to the skull, and was the most recent addition to her table. 

Her boss, the athletic and far-too-sullen Hazel, was always encouraging them to get into character and to bring in bits that could “layer” the experience for any guests. Knights with cross necklaces under their armor where no one could see them, using shoddy, small period-accurate mirrors to adjust make-up, or tapestries hidden under their feet. With all the excitement from Derek, she had practically forgotten about the new fetish.

The strange old woman who had sold it to her had asked for almost nothing. Two dollars? Four, maybe? Estelle couldn't even remember. It was exactly however much cash she had on her at the time, she remembered that much. The fetish itself was a small dark cloud, various lightning bolts carved into the surface. Now that she looked at it, Estelle considered that it looked rather phallic, with its long heady protrusion and significantly thick, cylindrical shape. 

It was the only thing nearby that had enough substance to throw in a rage—and so Estelle picked it up, fully intending on doing so.

And yet...

Yet. As she held it in her hands, the thought of throwing it somewhere began to strike her as terribly wrong. Instead, she fell to her knees, staring at its exquisitely carved surface. She stroked it. Licked it, even. All her hatred of Derek, all her humiliation and embarrassment, all her desire for him to have those very emotions instead of her, poured out of her. 

All her desire, as well—all her need to be taken and rescued from this horrible situation, to have a strong, powerful male to fuck her brains out and make everything right. Someone to make Derek sorry. She wanted Derek to lose his girlfriend—for Britney to fall in love with someone else and reject Derek as completely as Derek had rejected Estelle. More so. She wanted her revenge in dividends. The next man she touched! The next man Britney touches who wasn’t Derek, she falls feverishly and slavishly in love with for the rest of her life—that was what Estelle wanted more than anything.

All of this vitriolic emotion poured into the little fetish—and Estelle knew, somehow, feeling it in the air itself, that all her desires and needs were being channeled into something tangible in the world. She knew without a doubt that her every last wish would soon be fulfilled.

And then the fetish crumbled in her hands, becoming nothing but dust.

* * * * *

Jake was a stranger to Renaissance Fairs. His friend, Nathan, had pulled him into this one, but Nathan was now off watching jousts all day long.

As a rule, Jake was not a fan of much in the medieval realm. He didn’t quite understand the whole appeal. In today’s world, he had television, computers, cars, refrigeration, medicine, and nobody was trying to kill him based on his profession or his background (or at least, not in any specified way). Going back five hundred years or so meant literally all of those things were undone. Craziness.

So, he walked through the crowded, muddy camp of the Renaissance Fair with a kind aghast amusement at the fervor with which all the players went about working their roles, and the glee so many of the patrons had in participating in the fiction with them. 

Strong men proudly brandished their muscles, paying no attention to the low wind chill permeating through the crowd. Fire-breathers very appropriately shot fire up into the air, casting a bit of warmth into the cold of the day. Middle-aged men and women made-up to look older or grosser than they actually were sat behind stalls and carts, calling out the availability and prices of their wares. 

Most of the players, it seemed, knew better than to approach Jake. Probably his aloofness was a tell-tale sign that he wasn’t worth their time and effort—and probably he was not the first such person to be dragged to a Renaissance Fair.

Even so, Jake didn’t actively try to dump all over everyone else’s fun. Even if he didn’t understand it in the slightest, he had no wish to ruin someone else’s good day just because he was being a stick in the mud. If he had his way, he'd be at home somewhere in front of a computer screen, maybe shifting between jerking off and playing a videogame, or both at the same time. That was the best way to relax, he had found. But—oh well. Nothing for it now but to make the best of what was in front of him. 

And that was how he found himself in front the old-style tavern. If he had spent one more minute with Nathan gushing about jousting statistics and techniques, how the green knight was actually better than the red knight even though the red knight had the longest lance, Jake probably would have gone off on some sort of rant. 

A drink or two—he double-checked that the tavern did, in fact, serve alcohol—would calm him down and make the whole affair more enjoyable, besides. Nathan was Jake's ride, and he, unfortunately, had every intention of staying at the affair until dark. It wasn’t even noon yet.

A little early for alcohol, but what the hell. People drank all day in Renaissance times, if Jake's memory served him.

Inside the tavern, the first sight to greet him was a beautifully busty blonde hostess. The absolute first thing he noticed about her, of course, was how low-cut her top was. The fabric skated right above the nipples, and was bound tight, exposing two beautiful semi-spheres of glorious bouncing young flesh. Every breath flirted with a wardrobe malfunction. 

Despite the open invitation to share and admire her, Jake tried to be a gentleman and did his best to look in her eyes—which were beautiful, beautiful blue. 

“I’m Britney,” the beautiful server gushed happily. “Around here, they know me as the ‘friendly tavern wench.’ Won’t you let me show you to your table?” 

She said this with an elaborate wink, holding her arm out. All part of the show. It embarrassed him a bit, being shown to his table in this fashion—there was an older couple sitting at a table just a few feet away, looking at him expectantly. Jake very nearly walked out right then. 

Ah, whatever. She was gorgeous from head to toe. Might as well enjoy holding her arm to a table. 

The inside of the tavern was layered with the mounted heads of animals—boars and deer, mostly—as well as a few shields and swords and spears and so on. It looked old-timey enough, and while he could see that the lights were electronic, they were kept behind blurred glass and remained dim and flickery enough to give the area some verisimilitude. 

The tavern was largely empty—a few couples here and there having some beers or chips and dip. They walked halfway across the range of tables before her hand brushed against his. Then, almost immediately after that, her fingers slipped between his, intertwining affectionately. 

Something...something had Happened. Something with a great deal of Significance, bearing quite a lot of Capitalization in Jake’s mind. 

Her touched had Changed something. He didn’t...he didn’t know what. He couldn't define it—he just Knew it to be True. All of sudden, her entire demeanor had changed, and the rest of the rather empty tavern faded from thought. 

That he and Britney had business to attend to was all he knew for certain.

There were plenty of open tables. Before their hands touched, she seemed set on guiding him toward a small table near the bar. But, her flesh now rubbing against hers, and—to Jake’s great surprise—her hips intently pushing onto his, chin sliding downward onto his shoulder like they were old lovers, she led him to a dimly lit booth in the back. If no one walked directly by, they wouldn’t be able to see in. 

“Is this acceptable, Sir?”

He could hear the capitalization in her voice. Things changing in her mind, maybe, just like in his. Sitting down at the booth, he could not help but admire her tight, gorgeously busty body. Her formerly gushy, friendly attitude now had a serious streak of seductive awareness to it. She knew that her body was on display...and more importantly, that it was displayed that way just for him to enjoy. She seemed to be a bit surprised at herself...but also didn’t seem to care all that much. 

“Yes,” he said. “Though...all I really wanted was a seat at the bar.”

She leaned over the table, happily pawing at his arm. Her cleavage was incredibly visible. Trying to be a gentleman, still, he did his best not to stare...and largely failed. 

“Don’t worry about that at all. I’ll make sure you get everything you want. I’ll go grab you our best beer and be right back to serve you. How does that sound, Sir?”

“Great.”

With a delighted giggle, she ran her fingers down his arm, squeezing it playfully. Just on reflex, he flexed—and noticed a surprising bulge in his shirt where there was a strong, dense bicep now. What the  hell? He forgot his almost-fearful surprise, though, when Britney let out a soft gasp of desire, squeezing his arm even more. Finally she left, carefully strutting and swaying her ass for him to enjoy.

Well, thought Jake. That certainly was...a bit out-of-place in his rather virginal life. At the age of twenty-one, he had never had sex before, but he was rather used to that whole situation by now. Sex was sort of like some far-off level in a video game, he just hadn't earned enough experience to get to that level yet. 

And now, to have this absolute sex-pot of a babe practically fawning all over him, and right away, with no real effort on his part...

It was nice. It was really nice. A strong, glowing, warm sensation filled his chest. 

In fact, this affection from her didn’t feel out of place at all. No, it felt deserved.

Wasn’t it about time that he got the affection he had so richly earned from his existence? Wasn’t he due for a little worship for being, well, just plain better than others? It was a kind of imbued right, wasn't it? A Divine Right, as a matter of fact. His cloth was the sort that Kings were cut from.

Huh?

He rubbed his eyes, leaning over at the table. Where had that thought come from? Better than others? A King?

It was a thought that required more sorting out, but when he opened his eyes again, there was Britney with his beer. She nimbly sat down next to him in the booth, sliding forward until her long, tanned leg swung over his. Her firm, young, hot breasts pushed into his arm, and she bared her cleavage again. 

This time, he did not try to be a gentleman in the least. A tiny bead of sweat ran from her neck down into the dark shadow between her perfectly positioned tits. He watched it openly...and she adjusted her top, allowing his view to improve. 

“See something you like, Sir?”

“Quite a bit, actually.”

“That’s so good.”

She was a virgin, he realized suddenly. He had no idea how he knew, but he did know it for certain, the same way that he knew her hair was blond and her eyes were bright, sparkling blue. The same way that he knew she would absolutely adore being stuffed full of his cock in every hole she had.

Confidence flooded him, allowing him not to view her as some imposing, intimidating avatar of busty beauty as he had when he entered the tavern, but rather as a simpering, giggly, sexy little pet, eager to please him in any way possible. Just a girl. Less than that. A toy to enjoy until he tired of it, and then something to discard easily—even though her love for him would be eternal if her body allowed it.

Adjusting his arm around her body, his hand slipped around her waist, and she cooed out her approval. His fingers dug into her soft, firm flesh of her back, fingertips sliding across her spine, and she purred with happiness, crushing her tits even harder against his chest.

She stared up at him with happy adoration, biting her lower lip with trepidation. “Can I tell you something, Sir?”

“Certainly.”

His voice boomed. He had never heard his voice boom before. That was cool. If he could take his eyes off her tits, he would probably notice that he was getting quite a bit taller, that his clothes were starting to shred off from all the muscle mass he was adding...but it was too much fun to stare at Britney with this feeling of perfect, complete ownership to notice all that.

Besides—hadn't he always been this muscular and defined?

“You’re...”  Britney bit her lip, looking a bit scared. “You’re important to me. Like, really, really important. I don’t...I don’t know if I even have words. I have a boyfriend? And like...I don’t even...” she took a breath, waving air into her face. She giggled. “I just am not caring about him at all. It’s like every feeling I ever had about him is redirected onto you, but tenfold. A hundredfold. I...I love you so much and it almost hurts...” Her voice became very serious, her eyes smoldering with heat. “I want to suck your cock so fucking bad. I just want you to feel how badly I need to be yours. God...”

She ripped at her blouse, baring her tiny lacy black bra beneath her outfit. 

“Please tell me you’ll take advantage of me? Please let me suck your monster fucking cock, oh god...Sir, please, please, ple—oh!”

Unable to contain himself, Jake’s free hand gripped her breast through the lacy fabric of her bra. So soft, so warm. He used his strong, iron grip to tug her forward, while his hand on her back pushed her forward. Soon, he was kissing her—and she was most definitely kissing him, moaning, her tongue immediately pressing into his. He soon found his way past the flimsy barrier of her bra, and tweaked her nipple, continuing to delve into the pleasures of her soft, beautiful flesh. 

Meanwhile, his other hand dove downward, beneath her silly period-accurate skirt, tugging at her very-period-inaccurate lacy pink panties. Her ass was tight and firm, just like the rest of her. His hand took up almost the whole of her ass-cheek. He was a hulk, now, enormous everywhere. 

His cock reflected this change. A cock fit for a king, nearly a foot long and getting thicker by the second as he enjoyed this wench's body.

She pulled off what remained of his muscle-shredded pants, moaning with hot, forceful need as she breathed on his stiffening rod. 

Jake realized for a moment that he hadn’t remembered it being so big...so thick. Was he getting bigger?

Of course not. He had always been huge. That’s why he deserved the total adoration of babes like this Britney. He shoved her head down against his crotch, guiding her to lick him, love him, as was her proper place.

He was her King. He was her fucking King, to be able to treat her like this. He was going to cover her in his cum. He was going to fill her up and breed her, make her pregnant. That’s what Kings did.

As she gorged on his cock, stroking him with her hands to make up for what she couldn't swallow, he tilted his head back and enjoyed life, as a King would.

* * * * *

Hazel was so incredibly pissed with Derek. Sleeping with that stupid, slutty Estelle! How dare he!

She walked through the muddy grounds of the Renaissance Fair, trying to avoid any visitors for the day. 

Even so, opportunistic men catcalled her, thinking she was part of the show. Of course, she technically was, but her duties extended far beyond just being a player in the Fair, and today of all days, she had no intention of partaking in pleasantries with guests for very long. 

Even so, it was easy to understand the misunderstanding with what she was wearing. In her tight, silly princess gown, she certainly looked like a posh princess. But, with Derek enraging her the way he had, she just was not very amiable to playing the part of the helpless damsel right now. 

As a point of fact, she knew she was often not any good at that role in the first place with her often cold and standoffish moods, so with as agitated as she was, it would have been an exercise in complete futility to appear flirty, vulnerable, and attractive all at once right now, even if she was a fucking knock-out in this skimpy gown. Her red hair—her pride and joy—trailed all the way down to her trim, perfect ass, and she knew she provided a lot of ammunition for horny men. She would have been lying if she said she didn't enjoy their looks, at least a little bit.  

Estelle! Once again, Hazel shook her beautiful head. God. Derek really drove her nuts.

More than anything, Hazel was just looking for something to take her frustrations out on. So, she headed to the tavern—if she was going to work on something, it may as well be a quick shot and a beer, she thought. Just to relax a little bit.

Derek had come clean to her earlier in the afternoon. It was important for him to be honest to her, he said—because of how he couldn’t be honest all the way with Britney, really. Whatever that meant. He was an asshole, cheating on Hazel with Estelle when he was supposed to only be cheating on Britney with Hazel. 

Of course, Hazel found it hard to find any ground to stand on. She herself was something of a homewrecker—if Britney and Derek actually lived together, anyway, which they didn’t. She had thought that, being a good five years older than Derek, she would be able to handle him easily enough. But, she was wrong, suckered in by his cute demeanor.

God, if only they didn't all work together...

It was a tricky business, being the manager at the Renaissance Fair. Most everyone she employed was under the age of thirty, like herself, and so all of them were high-energy, with lots of ideas. If she didn’t point them in the right directions, they got all squirrely and started taking out their frustrations in the weirdest of ways. 

Inside the tavern, she found the place weirdly empty. There were a couple of guests, but many seemed ready to leave. She walked up to the bartender, Dave.

“Hey, what’s the deal?” she asked. “Where is everyone?”

“I don't know. Something's...something's going on in the back. I don't know what it is, but...but I know I'm not allowed back there.”

Hazel raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean, you're not allowed?”

“I just...I can't. It is his Law. We cannot disobey. Our lives are in his service and we must not interfere with the King's wishes, Princess Hazel.”

“Drop the act, okay? What's really happening?”

But Dave didn't say anything more—he merely looked toward the back, shaking his head and kneeling down in the corner. 

What in the hell was happening? Where was Britney? Even if Derek was playing her for a fool, she normally had a pretty good head on her shoulders. 

There was something to what Dave said—even if it looked like he was in the midst of some nervous breakdown. There was a kind of...a sort of presence in the back of the tavern. Something big and ominous. Hazel approached, hearing delighted moans and exaggerated sucking sounds. 

She was not prepared for what she saw. Britney, clothing in tatters, was in the middle of being showered with a thick layer of gooey white cum, jerking off the enormous cock of an even more enormous stud—the absolute most perfect, handsome man Hazel had ever seen. 

“W-wh-what’s going on here?” she asked, not nearly as confident as she would have liked. She tried again. “Britney! Get off the guest!”

Britney, confused, turned to Hazel, licking up thick strands of cum off her hands and arms as she did.

“B-but...Hazel...I...”

The man she was with—the King, Hazel supposed—smiled grimly at Hazel. His cock—it was hard. He had just cum so, so much, covering Britney...and his cock was hard.

Fuck. The smell was overwhelming. 

“Bring her here,” he said to Britney, nodding at Hazel. “Make her mine.”

Britney nodded. “Yes, Sire.”

Hazel immediately started backing away, and yet...it was all so sexy, so overwhelming...and there was so much beautiful cum.

“Princess Hazel, won't you come join me? I know I am just a lowly servant...but as the Princess, you really ought to do as the King asks. It sets an example for us all. Won't you speak to him and see what he wants while I suck his cock for you?”

Princess Hazel—no, no, just Hazel—felt her resolve weakening. Something felt so very right about joining Britney. 

“N-no!” She said, backing away again. “This is all...this is insanity!”

The King reached out and slapped Britney on the ass. “Try harder, wench.”

Britney squirmed with the helplessly eager need to please. She reached out toward Hazel with her free hand, still a bit slathered with cum. “Just...come sit down, please?”

“No!” Hazel looked disgusted, batting Britney’s hand away. “I’m not going to do anything like that. In fact, I’m going to call...I don’t know. The police or something. I think you’ve been drugged, Britney.”

Britney looked at her King, conflicted. 

“Grab her,” boomed the King. “Bring her to me. You want me to take your friend. You want her to be mine.”

“Yes, Sir,” Britney nodded solemnly, staring lustfully at the growing totem of cock rising up higher and higher. “Anything, Sir.”

The King leaned forward, obviously excited. He could take Hazel anytime he wanted, she realized. He just wanted to watch Britney bring her forward—because he thought it was fun. Because women were playthings to him. 

And rightfully so. Weren't all cunts just born to serve their King and beg to hold his precious cum in their wombs, to be fucked and bred just as he had designed them for? A princess ought to serve more than any other...

Oh god, what was happening? It was like her thoughts were turning into some eroticized, twisted version of feudal philosophy!

She hardly had time to consider it. Britney, breasts bouncing, grabbed her by the throat and arm and tugged her over past the overturned table and pushed her to her knees before the King's might cock. 

“What the fuck?” Hazel squealed. “What are you doing? You’re fired! You’re—”

Jake’s hand touched her cheek. Hazel calmed, instantly. 

“Please,” she said quietly. “Just let me get up and...um...”

She got to her knees on top of the table. His cock was right there. His royal cock. His Kingly cock. A princess ought to know her King's cock very well. That was her most precious, most sacred duty, after all. Licking her lips, Hazel got closer and closer to it.

“Just let me...let me um...let me look...”

Unable to resist anymore, her mouth sank over his cock. Her eyes closed in luxurious pleasure, as if she were sucking some chocolate-covered lollypop.

“You're just my little fuckprincess, aren't you? My princess pet. My princess fucktoy.”

Princess Hazel—and she knew without a doubt that was who she was now—moaned in agreement, working her mouth up and down his disastrously perfect cock. Her whole being belonged to her King now, just like it was supposed to be.  Next to her, moaning for position, Britney slid in and started to lick the long length of the King's cock where Princess Hazel could not quite reach down. He was so massive, so thick! The two beauties took turns on his cock, guided by his big, strong hands.

“I'm going to gift you, Princess,” he grunted. “For submitting so readily. For being such a good little pet. For knowing your place.”

Bliss ran through Princess Hazel's body at the praise—and then pulsed through her again when she could feel her King's body tensing up, preparing to unload inside of her mouth.  

He sprayed hard into Hazel’s mouth, unloading load after load of cum down her throat. But he only kept cumming, and so he pushed her off—spraying a bit on the floor all the way across the room—and pulled Britney’s mouth down. They continued like that—trading off and swallowing down all the cum he could—for two more whole trades. Their King had an unearthly expanse of the hot, white, delicious goo at his disposal, covering the faces of the two girls in it.

When it was all over, they panted for several seconds—before Britney moved to clean Hazel, while Hazel cleaned the King. 

A  lovely young brown-skinned woman—the royal court's fortune teller, Yolanda, approached the booth—presumably drawn by the sound or the stench. She slipped, though, right in one of the far-reaching shoots of the King's cum. 

“Ew,” Yolanda exclaimed, her backside now covered in his juices. “What’s all this?” 

She slid one her finger in his spent cum, and held to her face, sniffing it. 

“Is this...is this cum?”

It was only then that she turned, seeing the half-naked trio and the scene they made. 

“Oh.”

A shadow passed briefly over her face, changing her disposition instantly from surprise to lust. With careful consideration, she slipped the cum directly into her mouth, moaning as she slurped it all down. She crawled over onto her knees, happily sliding through the sticky cum toward her new owner. 

“My King. It is so good to kneel for you. How may I serve?”

* * * * *

At three in the afternoon, Estelle’s lunch break finally arrived. She entered the tavern at the edge of the camp, a bit put-off by the odd “closed” sign. Why on earth would it be closed?

Luckily, she had a key—sometimes she had to close the fair down at night, when Hazel or one of the other supervisors was unavailable.

By now, seeing so many people and casting so many little “spells,” she had forgotten her episode with the fetish. All the strong sensations of something surely happening had fled from her, sort of in the way that adrenaline left the body after an almost-accident on the highway. 

It had crumbled because it was old, that was all. Old and weird.

The first thing that she noticed inside the tavern was the smell. It positively reeked of sex—and not just sex, but hard, furious fucking that involved lots of sweating and hot juices and plenty of cum. 

Then she heard the sounds. Soft, sweet, moans and giggles, filled with delight.

At the other end of the mostly-emptied tavern, Derek was standing in his armor, the color drained out of his face.

“No,” he moaned, shaking his head. Tears streaming down his face. “No...please, no...”

Estelle could not help but feel a warm, happy sense of contentment at his pain. It was twisted, maybe, but it had been a twisted sort of day.

“Estelle!” Derek’s face contorted. “You’ve got to stop...you’ve got to stop them!”

Curious now, Estelle approached.

She saw that the booth he looked at was not so much a booth as multiple booths broken down by someone very strong, all the partitions lifted up and replaced with the cushions from around the tavern. A sort of harem bed. 

And what a harem it was. 

All the most beautiful girls from the fair—Hazel, the acrobats Claudia and Kylie, the fortune teller Yolanda, the contortionist Anna, and even Derek’s girlfriend Britney—were naked and moaning, vying for position to please the enormous throbbing cock of the hulk of the man at the head of the pile. 

The King. They were all moaning and calling him the King. 

Oh god. 

Estelle was drooling, saliva dripping down from her plush lips. She didn’t care how it looked. She wanted that. She wanted to serve him, and right away. 

“Come,” said the stud, his voice booming and perfect. “Take my hand.”

Somehow—she had no idea how—she could sense the magic operating in the tavern. It was clear as day to her now—tendrils of power wrapped around each girl, weighing them down like beautiful chains. 

“If I do...” Estelle began, eyeing the chains greedily. “...I will be just like them, won’t I?”

He smiled and nodded. “Yes.”

“And you want that?”

He eyed her greedily. “Very much. I don’t have a proper dark-haired pet yet. And I deserve one.”

He did. God, he truly, totally did. He deserved a witch pet too, someone who could control all that power he swam in...

And she knew, now, that she was a witch. Wasn't that lovely, to know something so completely? She could feel the magic working on her, and allowed it to—let the tendrils slide over her mind, changing her memories and her desires. All those girls looked so perfectly blissful. Estelle wanted that too.

“I will,” she promised. “B-but...but first...”

“A request?” 

He grunted a bit, filling up Yolanda's mouth with a spurt of cum. His stock seemed endless. Right away, Anna took her place, sliding onto the meat fountain.

“Yes. May I?”

He waved a massive hand. “Very well.”

“The blonde, there. Britney. She...she was his girlfriend. I want to hear her tell him...” Estelle felt a wicked thrill just knowing how incredibly possible what she hoped for. “Will you have her break his heart?”

“Estelle!” Derek cried. “You foul witch! Y-you can't! I'm a knight! You can't do that to me!”

The King smiled. “Of course she can.” He led Britney up to his cock, pushing aside Yolanda and Anna. “Go on,” he commanded, as Britney began to obediently stroke her Master’s enormous cock. “Tell the inferior what you think of him.”

Britney obeyed happily, so thrilled to do what her new King asked. 

“Of course, Sire,” she gushed. “I would adore to, Sire.”

With every fiber of her being so intrinsically worshipful of this King, Britney seemed incapable of malice. And yet, when she turned toward Derek, all that happiness and serenity transformed instantly into spiteful hate and vicious disdain. She cocked an arrogant eyebrow, eyeing him as if he were some worm sliding up onto her dinner plate.

“You and I are done, Derek. We never should have happened in the first place. Our relationship? Nothing but a mistake. Just a waiting game, really, for me to see who my Master was.”

Estelle, hearing all this, could only helplessly begin to finger her cunt. She dropped to her knees, gasping with overwhelming heat. It wasn’t just Derek’s humiliation that turned her on...it was knowing that this new Master had such complete control over Britney, to not only make her say such things—but make her believe them.

And even more than that was the knowledge of the inevitability of the circumstances. The King would take her as well. Completely.

“He’s the one I really love,” Britney continued. “You’re nothing compared to him, Derek. He took my virginity right away. Like a real man. Something you wouldn’t know anything about.”

“Stop, please stop,” Derek moaned, clutching his chest. “I’m think I’m gonna...oh god, my heart...Britney...you’re breaking my heart!”

Insult to injury, she had already stopped listening, turning back to her Master and sliding her sopping wet cunt onto his enormous cock.  

Derek, thoroughly humiliated, left the tavern, sobbing and gasping, clutching his chest. 

Estelle watched him go, completely satisfied and purring with contentment. She crawled forward, approaching on top of the mass of adoring beauties. They didn’t seem to mind her hot, lithe legs sliding in among theirs, her breasts crushing into their faces as she employed them as stools and steps.

“Please,” she moaned to the King. “Please let me lick your hand. Please, take me? Let me serve with them?”

“By all means.”

He held out his hand. With a soft, happy moan, Estelle leaned into it, and licked it softly, languidly, like a cat. 

And then everything...everything Changed. Bliss filled her, magic overtook her, rapture became her. All was lost in a parade of white lights and happy feelings.

When her mind returned to itself, she was riding on top of her Master, her King, her Sire, her God, calling out worship for him. His cock filled her so completely. She could feel it deep inside of her torso—of all his slaves, he could fuck her most completely, her witch magic allowing her body to change to accommodate his massive dick. 

“Please, cum in me, Sire!” she moaned. “Please make me pregnant! Cum in my unprotected fucking pussy, oh my god! My King! My King!”

Gripping her small body tight, he came, flooding her pussy with his cum as he bounced her viciously up and down his gigantic shaft. Warmth and bliss flooded her again—orgasming over and over—though this time she happily retained all her conscious being, experiencing it in full.

When at last he stopped twitching inside of her, she lay on top of him, crushing her enormous tits against his huge, broad chest.

Estelle wondered distantly if she was pregnant now. She certainly hoped so. She was glad to still have her mind—glad to still be able to think critically and serve her Master even better with all her capacity.

“I wanted it,” she moaned. “I wanted to be as happy as they are. And I am. And now you have your very own witch at your command, Sir.”

From now on, spell or no spell, he was her King.

# # #

Owned By Bare Lust: The Supermodel

––––––––

Juliana Santos had made up her mind—she wasn't going to call Nathan Southern. 

There was simply no way. She didn't care about him or what hot, delicious ideas he had about her.

Waves crashed up on her body, bursting the completely improper thought of his tall, handsome form pushing down on her again. She pushed her chest out, letting the saltwater gather in her eye-catching cleavage.

She was modeling on a beach in Peru. She had been there for two days already, putting on bikini after bikini, and there were two more days yet to go. 

A tiny red string bikini was wrapped around her impossibly hot curves as she stood in the water, the waves continually rushing into her slender, busty form. The thin material of the bikini enhanced the already substantial sight of her breasts and clung desperately to the twin globes of her amazing ass, as if it were as in love with her as anyone else that had ever been so close to her jaw-dropping beauty. 

Well, almost anyone else, she thought, once again imagining Nathan.

The photographer, Kevin, lobbed encouraging phrases at her as she stood in the slow, purposeful waves of the water. She turned this way and that, pushing out hot little smiles. One shy, another arrogant, another knowing. Another wave crept up on her ass and she jumped one foot up, dangling it behind her while pressing her gorgeous tits together inside the tiny confines of the bikini. Everything about her was wet, sexy, and sensational.

“You're beautiful,” he said. “Lovely! More of that, with your hair!”

Juliana knew all these things—that she was beautiful, that she was lovely, that more of anything to do with her delicious arrangement of purposefully dampened hair was good. 

And she knew, most of all, that she was not going to call Nathan Southern.

She didn't care how many billions he had, or if he owned fourteen island countries and two or three mountains, or if every politician in America was begging for just five minutes of his time so that he could fund yet another successful congress bid for them.

She didn't.

Taking a breath, posing again with her hair sliding out behind her toward the water, Juliana tried to concentrate. Be beautiful, now. Worry about Nathan later. 

Or even better, she told herself, don't worry about him at all.

The shoot was going well even if she was distracted. For Juliana, it was impossible for a shoot to go poorly. She was just too gorgeous. 

Beauty held no secrets from her. It did not excite her like it seemed to other people. Most men, in her presence, could not pick up the pieces of their crumbled, awestruck selves to spare more than two sentences with her. They seemed totally emasculated by her ability to simply exist in total perfection. Most women seemed to resent her for how effortless she made it seem.

If Juliana were to make it seem less effortless, though, paradoxically it would require more effort than she  usually put in.

The focus on her beauty made her angry at times. It wasn't her fault her Brazilian genes had gifted her with incredibly soft, smooth skin, or large, bright emerald green eyes, or lusciously full lips, or angelic cheekbones, or a body with the kind of tight musculature that would make a gymnast squeal with envy and the kind of large, gravity-defying breasts that most men didn't even think existed outside of magazines. 

She had been born with all of this, and yet she wasn't supposed to enjoy it. And if she dared to enjoy it, she certainly wasn't supposed to be proud of it. But, a woman born with sensational ability in running was supposed to run, was supposed to enjoy it, was supposed to be proud of her running accomplishments. These kinds of standards bothered Juliana—but she tried to keep it out of her mind. If she thought about how much she liked being beautiful, all kinds of thoughts popped up . . .

I know exactly what you are, slut.

The daylight started to fade. Kevin snapped a few final shots of Juliana as she hopped through the waves, letting it crash into her delectable breasts. Her hot, wet tits were the subject of dozens of magazine covers.

“Let's call it a day, hon,” said Kevin. “I got a few beers calling my name.”

Juliana nodded and stepped out of the water. Her assistant, Shana, was there with a thick, fluffy white towel. Shana was fairly new—only working for Juliana for the past six months or so—but she was good at her job. 

A short girl, slim and busty, she was always attentive and cheerful, her pretty face always crowded with a fun-loving smile. Juliana appreciated that—she liked having positive energy surround her.

“How about you?” Kevin asked her. “Will we finally see the reclusive Ms. Santos out at night once again?”

She smiled and shook her head, wrapping the towel around her waist. 

“No, I don't think so. A quiet night for me. Some television and yoga.”

He waved a hand at her, shaking his head. 

“You ought to go out, you young thing. You're missing out on the best years of your life!”

She smiled and shook her head again. 

She liked Kevin. He was honest with her at all times, and he didn't treat her like a goddess just because she existed. Being around beauty all the time, like she was, had given his mind a healthy dose of immunity to the hot curves she couldn't help but advertise.

With Shana behind her, Juliana walked back toward the small house her agency had arranged for her. Though it was not large, it was more luxurious than any other dwelling in a thirty mile radius. It had full air-conditioning, electricity, running hot water, gorgeous wooden floors and paneling, and a hot tub in the bathroom. Her success allowed her certain privileges such as these.

These privileges pressed the burning, sensitive guilt button that took up a large portion of her brain. If she had to be honest, though she was a respected, hot up-and-coming model, much of her success simply wasn't her doing. 

For the last six years, ever since she had turned eighteen, she had been in the world's top runway shows as the main event. Men paid extra to see her walk live in what small bits of clothing they had her wear. As the highest paid model in the world, she could name her desire and have it attended to in just moments. 

Always, she felt guilty about this, even as she felt she deserved it in many ways (and of course feeling guilty for that feeling as well). 

So, she gave an incredibly large portion of her money to charity—over seventy-five percent of her income last year (this still netted her deep in the top ten percent of income earners, though). Charities for disease prevention, clean water, poverty elimination, education in small urban schools from her hometown in Brazil and all the areas surrounding it—anything that needed money, she tried to give it out.

On top of all of that, she carried a degree from an ivy league university that she had earned during her years traveling. She had a lot of time to do schoolwork in hotels and airports. 

Just a month ago, she spoke at a summit about the objectification of women and the false images of beauty that had given her a career.

It was important to her to spread the truth about beauty—how it was just a collection of inherited ideals from centuries of privilege. She tried her best to put the focus on her words, and not on her splendid body. But even in the long skirt and conservative sweater she wore at the event, there was no hiding the sensuality of her face.

Sliding open the door of the small house where she stayed, Juliana reflected on the same words she had spoken at the summit. She had won a genetic lottery—there was no doubt about that. From her perfect 36C breasts, her slim eighteen inch waist, her gorgeous dark hair, or her extravagantly blemish-free skin, anyone could tell from hundreds of feet away what a natural beauty she was. It wasn't her fault that she could eat whatever she wanted, whenever she wanted, and barely put on weight.

So, yes, she tried to explain at the summit, she had benefited enormously from this legacy of beauty. But oughtn't we try to change what that legacy was to be more inclusive?

It was on the summit where she met Nathan Southern. After she had spoken, he cornered her in the little office where they had her prepare.

That's where he called her all those names.

Whore.

Ornament.

Slavecunt.

Her thoughts drifted far too often to him, her pussy shuddering helplessly every time she did.

She thought she was so fiercely independent. How had he gotten this hold over her mind?

Right inside her door was a package.

“Did you leave this here, Shana?”

Juliana's thick, Brazilian accent layered over her words like icing. For a long time, when she had first been learning English, she tried to reduce her accent—but people seemed more pleased when it remained.

The slim, blonde girl picked up the package, shaking her head. Whatever was inside did not rattle or shift.

“No. Do you want me to check it? It might be  something . . . you know. Wrong or something.”

Juliana shook her head. “I appreciate the concern, but no. If someone was going to leave me something dangerous, they'd threaten me first. That's just how it goes.”

A few years ago, Juliana had a stalker. Police had taken care of him rather quickly. They ran her through the entire behavior pattern of those individuals—information that Juliana was careful to keep on file.

Shana inspected the package for a moment. “There's no markings on it.”

A cool breeze swept into the house, giving Juliana a distinct sense of fatigue.

“It's probably from the owner of the place, then. Or someone on the team. Don't worry. I'll look at it later. Why don't you go out and grab a drink?”

“For you?”

Juliana smiled. “For you, girl. You've been working all day. Go relax. I'll be doing the same.”

Shana looked at her with soft, open adoration in her eyes. “You'll call me if you need me, right?”

“Of course.”

As Shana exited the house, Juliana closed all the curtains and windows. She wanted her privacy.

Shana clearly had a crush on her, and had for a while, now. That was why she had fired her old assistant, and the one before her, and the one before her. All of them were women, except for one, who had identified themselves as lifetime heterosexuals. The one gay assistant Juliana employed had been a man, who was writing her love letters after seven months. 

It was something she got used to, after a while. Most people couldn't help but fall in love with her after doing errands for her for so long. The poor dears just became entranced by the endless wealth of sensuality she exuded.

She placed the package on the island in the kitchen. The wine glasses were in the counter above the sink, and a new bottle of wine was thoroughly chilled in the fridge. She poured herself half a glass, and stripped the package of its brown paper.

Inside was an envelope, and a carved ebony box.

The envelope read, “Juliana.”

She opened it up.

Inside was a card, a picture of a jeweled collar on the front. The inside had a message:

You can't hide from what you need, slave.

- Master

She had to set her wine glass down, pushing back against the refrigerator. Her hand immediately undid the towel around her waist, letting it drop to the floor as her fingers slid into the sweet, hot warmth of her pussy.

Slut.

Whore.

Slavecunt.

She whimpered helplessly, remembering the rendezvous with Nathan. His powerful chest. His enormous cock sliding down her throat. That feeling of mindless, obedient bliss when he touched her...

That's all that you are. Just my slavewhore fuckcunt little sexdoll. You'll be such a hot ornament for me to show off.

Her fingers slid up and down the smooth, wet surface of her mound, sending hot pulses of pleasure through her incredible body. Closing her eyes, concentrating, she moved her shaky fingers over to her wineglass and took a deep gulp.

For several minutes, she drank the glass of wine and simply stared at the package.

Perhaps it was . . . some kind of an apology?

What if it was a collar, like what was on the card?

Slave.

Whore.

Cunt.

A brilliantly engraved collar with her name on it, branding her as his property for now and forever.

Her cunt quivered, needy once more for the touch of her knowing fingers.

Instead, she slid open the box, pausing just for a moment to admire the smoothness of it, the craftsmanship.

She gasped. Inside was a large, solid gold dildo There was another card on top of it:

For good slaves only.

Disgust poured through Juliana's body. That . . . that pig.

What, she was just supposed to play with herself with something he had delivered because it was him who delivered it? She was supposed to become some masturbating slut, filling herself with a gold sex toy, because she was worth millions and millions of dollars and desperately needed to be on her knees at all times before him?

She was . . . she was supposed to kneel . . .

The disgust in her quickly translated into heat, her pussy throbbing. She slid her fingers over the dildo.

She was never going to use it, of course. She respected herself too much.

Her fingers danced along its long curve, the thickness of the head.

It was so smooth, though. 

And if she used it, he would never know anyway, unless she told him. And she, of course, had no intention of ever speaking to him again. 

Probably he had planned on her using it, somehow. He had licked it, maybe, or run his precum-dripping cock all over the gold.

Shivering, she held the toy up to her nose, sniffing. Was that just the faintest hint of his smell, there? That manly, dominating musk that had put her in her place right on her knees before his overwhelming masculinity?

It was her smell that she remembered most clearly. It stayed in her head. Affected her thoughts. Made her go deeper and deeper down, unquestioning and fervently obeying. Just the trace of it, now, was enough to drive her wild.

Juliana put the dildo down, struggling to keep her hands still. It clacked on the counter.

If she were to take the long, damp tresses of her hair, say, and tie them around that towel rack, and lean forward just a bit, that would feel . . .

That would feel almost like it was when he had tugged her hair back. When he had unveiled the incredible, hot force of his will on her.

Biting her lip, she tried it out, looping the thick hot mesh of her hair around and tying it through. She leaned forward.

Oh god. That hot yanking sensation. Her knees fluttered, almost giving out completely. The pure, sexy thrill of being tugged in a direction opposite of what she tried.

The gold toy was just within arm's reach. She leaned forward—feeling that hot tug again—and grabbed it. For just a few moments, she luxuriated in its feel, how smooth and cool it was, before untying her bikini bottom. The thin fabric falling revealed her tight, already moist pussy, completely bare of any hair.

The gold dildo slid inside her fabulous cunt easily. It was so wonderful to pump inside of herself, to massage her clit with one hand and fill her needy, wet snatch with the dildo in the other.

Slave.

Sextoy.

Decoration.

She whimpered, picking up her pace. There was no telling what most every man would give to see such a sight; her supermodel body writhing in pleasure from a gold sex toy that must have cost thousands and thousands of dollars.

She couldn't get the thought of her head—on her knees before him, sucking him on his command. Having her face fucked by his perfect rod, being used by her utterly.

Object.

She hated the idea of being objectified. And yet it couldn't be just coincidence that it turned her on so much . . .

Slavecunt.

Oh god, yes. Sometimes she really did feel like she had a hot little slavecunt, waiting to be filled by only the right man. 

My slave.

Her cunt dripping down on the dildo, a sweet hot wave of orgasm rushed through her body. She spasmed and pushed forward against her own hair as she did, being yanked backward hard as she bucked against the gold toy.

Breathing hard, Juliana let the gold toy clatter down to the floor.

Normally, after something like that, she felt like she would be squirming with shame, unable to do anything for the rest of the night.

But for some reason, the balance had shifted. Even though she felt that shame, that humiliation sliding through her bones, it only fueled her desire for more. For an interaction with another.

* * * * *

Being the world's highest paid supermodel meant that even the throwaway clothes you took with you to a small Peruvian town were lovingly made and thoroughly expensive. 

Her high-heeled over-the-knee boots were dark and suede, her tight two-tone red and black minidress soft, sensual cotton. The cloth over her perfect ass was bright red, shifting into  a deep, lovely black around her back and chest, where it dipped into a happy, wide “V” shape, showing off how shiny, round, and sensationally sloping her tits could be. 

Just to make sure whoever saw her knew she was out for fun, she put on thick gold hoop earrings and matching gold bangles on her wrists. Her hair, still somewhat tangled from her cunt-drippingly perfect experiment with the towel bar, was put up in a thick, long low ponytail, tied off with a diamond-studded band.

Juliana paused in front of the mirror next to the door for a moment, examining herself. Anyone that saw her, man or woman, would immediately think she was on the prowl for a good, thorough fucking.

Good.

Dressed fully, she strutted out the door. It was about eleven o'clock at night. The bar where the shoot crew always hung out—where they had invited her to come out for the past two nights—was only a ten minute walk away.

At eleven, the night in Peru was just getting started. Couples were just meeting to have dinners, and children still played in the streets. Juliana noted with a grin every time a man stopped whatever he was doing—drinking a beer, talking to his wife, watching traffic—to see her sway by.

Tonight, she was an object. She was something to be admired by the gazes of others.

Slavecunt.

The name of the bar was “Amistoso,” written on a thick black board with white paint that had faded a long time ago. It was a small place—Juliana's penthouse bathroom in New York was probably bigger—with smoke and loud, thumping music pouring out of the windows. 

A crowd of men smoking cigarettes stood at the door, eyeing Juliana hungrily. But then, of course they were.

Object. 

Trophy.

Whore. Whore. Whore.

They moved aside for her when she smiled appreciatively, passing out winks like they were candy. As if they could possibly one day sample what she had. 

Inside, she felt time slow down as all the eyes locked on to her. She bent over at the bar—her heels making her so tall, pushing up the delectable heart-shape of her ass—and ordered a bottle of beer. Of course, it arrived right away, and of course, five men offered to pay for her. 

Feeling generous, she let one of them do it. She took a moment to let the bottle slide against her plush lips, twirling her tongue around the opening, before cocking her head back and downing a long, luxurious gulp.

The beer mixed with the wine in her system, heightening the giddy, head-swimming heat she was already swimming in.

Deep in the corner of the bar, she saw Shana, suddenly sitting by herself. Juliana got the impression that only moments before, Shana—so lovely in her lowcut black dress and pump heels—had been receiving the lion's share of the attention in the small, dingy arena.

A song with a thick beat came on, and a hot notion took Juliana. 

She started taking long, slow, deliberate steps toward Shana, a model's walk in tune with the beat of the song playing. Everyone cleared out of her way. That was only correct—to make way for Juliana, when she was so heart-achingly gorgeous.

Juliana strutted right up to the table of Shana and then thrust out her incredible rear, shaking it from side to side. Like she was posing on a runway. Then she walked back to the bar, with the same hot, long steps. Her heels clicking with every beat of the song. She could hear them clearly.

Click. Click. Click.

Slave. Slave. Slave.

Men started clapping as she danced, thrusting her hips from side to side, pushing her hands through the thick, silken mess of her hair. She would take a long step and stop to grind her hips back and forth. Another step, another long grinding session, like she was dancing with some invisible lover who was feeling up her hot body. Thick beads of sweat started to form on her neck, her chest, making her skin shiny and sparkling in the dim light. 

The song's beat died out, and Juliana was back in front of Shana's table. The poor girl was awestruck, her mouth open. Shana's dress had translucent mesh from her chest to her neck, and Juliana could easily see the long flush moving from her forehead all the way down to her cleavage. 

I'll make this easy, Juliana thought. 

Giggling, she slid on Shana's lap.

“I-Juliana,” the blonde stuttered. “You're so beautiful. I mean, you're great. I mean, you're really . . . wow. You're so beautiful.”

Juliana just giggled, tracing her finger along Shana's chin, and then the rosy tilt of her lips. Normally, it would have turned her off to hear such open praise about her appearance. 

But tonight, and maybe only for tonight, it didn't bother her. She may as well enjoy it.

So she nodded, her long hair sliding up and down Shana's bountiful cleavage. 

“You're right.” Juliana purred. “I am. Great. Beautiful. And 'wow.'”

Juliana leaned forward, pressing her tits into Shana's chin. Shana breathed in deep, closing her eyes, like she was going into a trance as Juliana's heady scent slid directly into her boozed braincells.

“You know, Shana,” Juliana purred, “I've wanted you for the longest time, now.”

“You have?”

Juliana nodded with false earnestness. The motion pressed the hot crease of her cleavage into Shana's chin even more.

“Oh yes. I've wanted you to come into my bedroom at a hotel, or at my place in the city, or in my little house back by the beach, and I've wanted you to be wearing nothing but . . .” 

She giggled softly, once, sliding a hand up Shana's dress.

“ . . . nothing but a tiny little dress and some sexy 'fuck-me' heels. And I've wanted you to tell me to lick your pussy or else you would quit.”

Shana still had her eyes closed, her head sliding backward. It was as if she was afraid that opening her eyes would end the dream.

“Oh, Juliana . . .”

“Is that naughty of me?” she licked her lips. “Was that bad? Should I have kept my mouth shut?”

“No.” Shana shook her head fervently. Her slim hands started running up Juliana's side. “No! It's just . . . I have so many feelings, and you're so, so beautiful, and, Juliana, I like you so much—”

Juliana cut her off with a charged, spark-forming kiss. Their lips locked together for several seconds, the entire bar erupting in applause. Shana tasted like beer and honey.

The smoking hot supermodel slid her lips off of Shana's, and pressed her mouth against the blonde's ear. 

“Take me home.”

Shana nodded eagerly.

They left, arm in arm, walking quickly through the streets that Juliana had navigated less than fifteen minutes before. Shana said nothing the whole time, exhaling happy little sighs and pressing her body against Juliana's.

Right outside the door, Shana slipped her hand around Juliana's chin and tugged her in for a moaning, needful kiss, their jaws working together in tandem.

When they broke off, Shana looked up at her with open, easy love.

That was going to be a problem. Juliana didn't want a snugglefest with some happy-go-lucky crush. She wanted to be fucked hard and ruthlessly by someone who knew her. Someone that knew what she was.

Slut.

Slavecunt.

Inside the house, Shana flipped on the lights. Juliana put her hand over Shana's on the switch.

“No,” she said. “Lights off.”

Shana smiled, doing her best to look naughty. “Mmmhmm. I can enjoy that.”

“Good.” 

The lights flickered back off, and Juliana strutted into the bedroom. 

She knew Shana was following. How could the poor girl not? She loosened her dress so that the front of it was down, exposing her braless tits. Dark shadows hugged every part of her amazing curves.

Shana slid close, moaning softly at the sight of Juliana's body. Of course, Shana had already seen Juliana naked—no assistant to a model could help it, there were too many wardrobe changes. But there was a monumental difference in accidental nudity as a product of a work environment and intentional nakedness before a lover.

“You have to do something else for me,” said Juliana. “A few things.”

Shana nodded, eyes focused almost entirely on Juliana's tits. Her hands came up, sliding over Juliana's thick, erect nipples.

“I'm going to answer everything you do with 'thank you.' Beg for everything I want with 'please.' If I don't, you're going to spank me, and no matter what I say, you're going to call me your slave. Your slavewhore. Your supermodelslut.”

Shana's eyes had widened. “I'm . . . I'm not sure, I mean. Wow. That sounds hot, but . . . ”

“No.” Juliana shook her beautiful head. “No buts. Those are the terms. Take it or leave it.”

She could see her smile in the darkness. Probing, Shana's hand slid further up Juliana's exposed chest, and then higher, wrapping lightly around her neck. She held on there and pulled her Juliana in tight. 

“You don't set the terms here, slut,” she growled. 

Juliana felt her pussy flood over with lust. This was unexpected. Shana's grip on her neck tightened again.

“Get on your knees for me, slave.”

“Yes, thank you,” Juliana mewed, obeying happily.

“Lick me, slut.” 

Shana shoved Juliana's face into her crotch. Eagerly, Juliana took Shana's panties down and plunged in.

Her high, carved cheekbones melted into Shana's hot thighs. It was so easy to obey, to lick, to obey, to nuzzle, to obey, to kiss, to obey, obey, obey.

“That's a good slave.” Shana's voice was high-pitched and breathy. “Such good licking.”

After a few minutes of Shana's moans, though, Juliana's licks slowed. Something was wrong. She didn't want to lick pussy, not really. That was a lie she told Shana to bring her here.

She moved away for a moment, and saw the box sitting on her nightstand. She crawled over to it.

“Jul . . . slave, what are you doing?”

Juliana grabbed the toy and slid it into Shana's hands. It was so heavy. The hot musk of Juliana's hot, orgasming cunt emanated from it like heat from a furnace.

“Fuck me with it, please,” whispered Juliana. “Please fuck me with that?”

A long little whimper slid out of Shana's mouth. 

“Oh,” she said simply. “Oh, yes, slut. I am going to do that.”

Shana reached down and grabbed Juliana by the neck one more time, leading her up off the ground. Then, fingers still wrapped around Juliana's hot, slender neck muscles, Shana shoved the supermodel's face into the bed.

“Bend over like a good slavewhore.”

Juliana moaned, pushing her pussy far up in the air. Her designer dress was all bunched up, her boots sliding up Shana's legs. With her heels still on, Juliana's ass came up almost to Shana's chest. 

Just like before, the dildo slid inside her cunt perfectly.

Not like before, Shana rammed it inside of her with no mercy. Each thrust was accompanied by a hot, hard spanking of Juliana's taut, amazing ass.

“Take it, slut!” Shana moaned. “Take your fucking like a good supermodelslave!”

“Oh yes!” Juliana shouted. “Yes, please! I'm a good supermodelslave!”

Straddling one of Juliana's statuesque legs, Shana began rubbing her hot clit against her impromptu supermodel fucktoy. The blonde slapped Juliana's ass harder and harder, and with each slap, her fucking of Juliana's hot, needy pussy with the golden dildo increased even more. 

The dildo was soon slick with Juliana's hot juices, the luxurious toy entirely covered with the luxurious slut's essence. 

Just as quickly, Juliana's leg was soaked through with Shana's warm pussy juices, the boot there absolutely ruined. Juliana didn't care. It felt so good to serve.

It didn't seem that Shana had it in her to process the hotness of the situation for very long. This supermodel she had loved for so long, opening herself up to her so freely—anyone would be prone to cumming fast and hard. Juliana knew that she was unattainable to Shana—that was why it had been so hot to take her home.

Shana shoved the dildo inside of Juliana with increasing frequency, her moans getting higher in pitch.

“O-oh, oh Ju-Jul-slaave!” Shana struggled. “I'm gonna cum, slave!”

Juliana felt Shana's hips thrashing against her own. Shana seemed to lose herself in the sweeping thrills of her body, slapping down on Juliana's ass harder and harder. 

The strong, unrestrained slaps on the perfect bare flesh triggered Juliana's own climax, her shame superseded by the hot sweet thrill of her daring, of getting what she needed, of being called what she was.

Slut. 

Whore. 

Superslave. 

Fertile cunt.

Supermodel fucktoy. 

Oh yes.

She bucked against Shana, against the dildo, biting the softness of the bed beneath her.

For several minutes, Shana just settled on top of Juliana on the thick mattress, the gold dildo falling down somewhere into the pristine silk sheets of the bed. It seemed like they would go to sleep that way, and Juliana was trying to come to terms with that—she would have really rather have been alone—and then Shana slid her arm around Juliana.

“That was really hot,” she whispered into Juliana's ear. “I'm so glad you told me how you felt. God, I've never done anything like that before. I never even thought about it. I think I could do it more. But, next time, I'd really like—”

Juliana got up then, covering herself with her sheet.

“O-out.”

Her voice somewhat querulous, rough.

“What?”

“I said, out.” 

Her voice stronger, now. She pointed toward the door.

Shana looked horrified. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No. Yes.” 

Juliana shook her head, her long silky locks sliding against her bare chest.

“It doesn't matter. Get out. I don't want you here anymore.”

“I . . .” Shana was lost. “Can we talk about this tomorrow? After the shoot?”

“There is no shoot tomorrow. Not for you. You're fired. Go home, Shana.”

Tears welled up in the petite blonde's eyes. Her bottom lip trembling. 

“F-fired? B-but Juliana, we j-just . . . I mean . . . how can you be s-so cruel?”

Juliana just stood there, pointing at the door. 

Shana didn't matter. Her feelings didn't matter. She wasn't what Juliana had wanted. It had been foolish to think that this sniveling little mess of a girl could fill the void Juliana felt in her soul.

Huffing, trying to keep her composure, Shana stood up and grabbed her shoes that had been tossed off her body in the moment. Disappointment and panic flooded her cute face, as well as open lust for Juliana's barely covered body. 

For a moment, Juliana hoped Shana would refuse her. That she would demand to stay. That she would say:

Shut up, whore. I'll do as I please. You're going to beg me to stay, and then maybe I'll let you feel my  hands around your neck again.

But instead Shana just left, shaking her head and muttering in confusion.

Juliana considered what to do in the darkness for nearly an hour after Shana was gone. 

The need in her had not been sated. If anything, it was just exacerbated. 

There were two more days of the shoot, but Juliana didn't care. They could finish without her. Or just use what she had given them already. 

Probably Shana would try to sue, or go to the press. It was entirely possible the paparazzi had already gotten a hold of the story of their rendezvous in the bar.

Ornament.

Slavecunt.

She wasn't going to call Nathan, not at all.

No. She was going to meet him at his house. 

* * * * *

Six weeks ago

Juliana's time speaking at the summit had gone wonderfully. 

She had said all she wanted to, detailing her thoughts on the image of beauty that she had so unfairly benefited from, and how odd it was to celebrate her for winning some genetic jackpot. The crowd had responded to her jokes, no one seemed put off by her accent, and some even stood up as they applauded.

For once in her life, Juliana felt celebrated for the thoughts on her mind instead of her body.

So why did she feel so . . . empty?

If the clothes she was wearing weren't so light, it would have been muggy in the auditorium. Her sweater was light, though, her hair tied back elegantly, and her skirt was long enough to be matronly but fitting enough to not appear as though she was trying to downplay what the beauty that she so obviously had in spades. That would have been dishonest.

Right after she spoke, a gaggle of well-wishers met her behind the curtain. There was her manager, her publicist, her assistant Shana, and many faces she didn't recognize at all. Most all of them shook her hand as they spoke.

“Wonderful speech—”

“—just inspiring stuff—”

“You ought to consider taking it abroad—”

“—college kids would really—”

Juliana nodded and smiled at everyone's comments, trying to be nice enough to get away. Someone handed her a bottle of water. That bought her a few moments respite, as luckily no one expected her to speak while she drank. 

Over in the corner, she saw the door to her dressing room. A break. She just needed to cool down, be by herself for a moment. The speech just had her nerves up, that was all.

“Thank you, everyone,” she said, her hot accent soaking over her words, “but I really would like some alone time for now to cool off.”

They all nodded in understanding, if a bit disappointed.

She rushed into her room, leaning against the shut door behind her. For a few moments, she just breathed, letting her head fall down loosely.

Relax, she told herself. It's all done now.

But all she could think about was how if she had just spent fifteen minutes exposing the modeling industry, saying these words she believed, then why did she feel like such a fraud?

The room she was in was painted dark blue, with one mirror layered against the wall. In front of the mirror was the desk where she had done her make-up—at this point, she was an old hand at doing her face. It never required much work, except for the really high-concept fashion shoots. 

She looked in the mirror, and saw a man sitting down on the long leather couch against the opposite wall. She gasped, turning.

He smiled—a tall man, dark-haired and devilishly handsome, his firm, muscular frame covered in a brown twill suit—and started to clap slowly. He looked to be maybe in his early thirties.

“You should get out of here,” said Juliana, “before I call security.”

“Oh really?” he smirked.

“They'll kick you right out of here. I've seen them do it.”

For some reason, Juliana couldn't say why, she felt instantly attracted to the man. Maybe it was his casual nature—how easy it was for him to be in front of her. Maybe it was the predatory stare he was giving her body, or the smirk on his face that seemed so common and permanent.

He stood up, nodding. “I'm sure you have. Though, I am going to go ahead and guess that when you did that, it wasn't here.”

“No,” she admitted. “Not here exactly. But the idea is the same.”

“It is,” he nodded again. “Except that I own this building. And the security guards. And that door that you have locked there. And,” he spread his hands out, “well, the whole thing, really. It's all mine. I think I even own that little speech you just gave.”

The entire time he talked, he kept walking closer to her, so that when he stopped speaking, he was directly in front of her. Juliana was not wearing heels—they would have objectified her even more—but even if she had been wearing her very highest pair, he still would have been taller than her. 

Without hesitation, without even the slightest bit of nervousness, he put his hand on her chin and guided her eyes to his. 

“Hell,” he said. “I probably even own you.”

For some reason that she could not explain, her cunt quivered. Her breath caught, her mouth working without forming sounds, her mind short-circuiting suddenly from the realization of his wealth, of his attitude. She inhaled his heavy, masculine scent, and all her thoughts of objection took a long backseat lounge. She wanted him. She could feel her very existence beginning to wrap around his approval.

Even so, she pushed his hand away, and walked across the room. 

“You're the owner of this place,” she said. “Southern, is that your name?”

“You can call me Nathan,” he said. “For now.”

“For now?”

His smile widened. He looked her up and down. 

“I have what you might call . . . designs . . . on you.”

Purposefully, he walked toward her again. 

She should yell out. That's what she should do. Yell out, and stop looking at this handsome, handsome rich man as he advanced on her with bad intentions.

Instead, she just watched him, heart in her throat. Feeling his influence crowd her mind.

“You see, you spent all that time talking about women not being objects and prettiness just being some societal conception, and I understood it all. It even makes some sense. But it doesn't change two things.”

He picked up a glass and the carafe of water on the coffee table in front of the couch, pouring a drink, which he handed to her. She took it, hands shaking a bit. It was so hard to interrupt him. He was so sure, so deliberate in each word.

“Number one, you don't really care a whit about any of that stuff.”

He made himself a glass and took a long sip. His eyes—blue and narrow—never left her body.

“Number two, societal conceptions be damned, I still want to fuck you like the hot little trophy slut you are.”

She should slap him. That's what she should do. Juliana should slap him and run out of this door and just take off from this city forever. Instead, she just watched as Nathan finished his drink and set the glass down on the table. 

“I've studied you. I see something I want, and I find out about it. And make no mistake, you are something I want. So I know you have a master's degree, girl. You don't need to work in this manner if it disgusted you. No, you like it.”

“It's . . .no. You don't understand. T-there's money . . .”

“Money?” he laughed. “Yeah, I don't understand money. You cleared what, forty million last year? I made that washing my car last Saturday.”

He shook his head for a moment.

“You know, doing all that stuff for money, a lesser man would call you a whore. Is that what you are, girl? A whore?”

Juliana was breathing fast, now.

“D-don't call me that. I'm not—”

“Oh, I know that. I know you're no whore. I know exactly what you are, doll. I know you'd be doing this if they didn't pay you. I see you, Juliana girl.” He leaned in close to her, whispering in her ear. “You've always needed to be objectified. But it couldn't be by just anyone, no. You needed a strong, hard man to do it for you. A man that takes whatever he wants, whenever he wants. And because you couldn't find that, because you thought it didn't exist, you took the adoration of millions instead. You thought it would be enough.”

With a sharp yank, he tugged her hair back. She cried out weakly, staring up in his gorgeous eyes. Her glass trembled out of her hand and shattered on the floor.

“And it wasn't. You need a strong, sure hand to make you the object you need to be. To become the perfect little slavecunt that you have always needed to transform into.” 

His rough hand slid into her dress, touching the moistness of her cunt. He brought his damp fingers back up to her face, running her own juices over her lips. 

“You see? I know exactly what you are, slut.”

He was...he was doing something to her. What he said wasn't true. It wasn't. But all the same, she was believing it. Inhaling lung-full after lung-full of his heady scent, taking in his pheremones. God, they were like magic. She had wanted him all this time. Someone like him. Someone strong.

She had been lying when she said she thought she was good as a man. She wasn't.

In front of him, all she could feel was fertile. Happy. Needy. Feminine. Aching to feel his seed inside her.

He led her away from the broken glass on the floor toward the thick leather chair sitting adjacent to the couch. Tugging sharply again, he put her on her knees, and then slid his pants down. His cock was large, half-hard already. Thick. Commanding. The head of it pulsed thickly as it grew larger and larger.

“Suck me off while you think about it,” he said.

She felt like she had no choice. Were the things he was saying true? She didn't know. 

But she did have to suck his cock. 

She wanted to. 

She had to. 

He told her to. 

He commanded her. 

Mmph.

Thoughts in her head faded away. Her lips slid over his rod eagerly, enveloping his fast-hardening meat. In the modeling world, Juliana was known for world-class perfection in all of her features, and her lips were no exception to this. 

For a few moments, she just imagined the sight—the world's highest paid supermodel adoring the cock of the world's highest paid businessman. The pure luxury of their surroundings amplified a thousandfold simply by it being the two of them in action. 

She almost never sucked cock. The last had been several years ago, when she was nineteen and wanted to win the heart of a boy. She won it, of course, and then stopped caring. She had taken time with that blowjob, adoring every inch of the cock.

That wasn't the case here. Though she was adoring every second, Nathan's cock was abusing her mouth. Punishing her, almost, for taking so long before getting down and doing service to it. He pushed her head up and down, even as she worked on it herself.

His cock was so large and thick in her throat, fully hard almost right away, that she couldn't stop herself from making hot, sultry slurping noises as she ran her head up and down his massive pole. Each moan and purr of exultation was coated in her hot, steamy Brazilian accent.

“That's a good trophy.” His voice breathy, full of heat. “You fucking ornament. Suck my cock like a proper slave.”

His hands drifted into her wealth of hair, layering and re-layering it on top of her head as she sucked him.

“You're going to be a wonderful decoration. Something to be admired by the gazes of others as you sit pretty on my arm.”

His words only fired up her pussy the more. She slurped harder on his cock, needing to feel his spray against her throat. 

“That's all that you are,” he grunted. “Just my slavewhore fuckcunt little sexdoll. You'll be such a hot ornament for me to show off. My supermodel fucktoy.”

Juliana sucked vigorously, desperate for his cum now, needing it. Only his hot, perfect spray would validate her, would give reason to every action leading to this point. 

He seemed to sense her urgency, his hands sliding through the enormous silken tangle of her locks and curls. With a low moan, he came deep in her throat, his rod throbbing inside of the warm glove of her mouth.

“Fucktoy,” he grunted out, in time with each spurt of his hot load. “Fucktoy, fucktoy, fucktoy.”

She swallowed it all down, each drop. Loving it. Happy for it. 

After several spurts, it was just too much, all the cum he had to deliver. She slipped off and he kept cumming, spraying her gorgeous face with his hot white seed.

Marking her.

For several minutes afterward, she just sat in his lap as he called her those wonderful titles again and again, firmly stroking her hair. She cleaned his cock dutifully, lapping up the delicious droplets of cum left behind, and then went to work on her face, making sure to slide each delicious drop down her throat.

“Fucktoy. Ornament. Sexdoll. Supermodel slave.”

So many of those words made so much sense to her. She wanted to believe in them. So much of her did believe in them. But . . . she couldn't just buy into it. She couldn't just change everything about who she was like that.

After a time, she slid off his cock, reluctantly positioning herself away from him.

“How about it, slave?” He asked her, tugging on her hair a bit. “You can leave all this behind. This false life you're living. Come home with me, like you deserve, and live on your knees in luxury like you belong.”

She back up against the leather couch, not daring to look into his eyes. 

Somehow, his influence had lost its hold on her. Her mind found some pocket of hard-earned resistance, holding out.

“N-no,” she shook her head. “I'm not . . . I'm nobody's slave, Nathan.”

Disappointment showed on his face, and then a quiet, still anger. His tongue moved inside his mouth from one cheek to another. Sniffing, he reached into his jacket pocket and took out his billfold. Emptying it, he grabbed a thick wad of bills and wrapped it around his business card. Then, he shoved it all inside of her bra. 

Of course, he felt up her tits when he did. 

Of course, she was powerless to stop her.

“I guess that just makes you a regular old whore, then. What a shame.”

With that, he got up, zipped up his pants, and walked out of the door, like none of it affected him at all.

“That card has my number. Call me when you realize what's what.”

Dripping with lust and shame, her pussy on fire and her body shaking with humiliation, Juliana promised herself she would never see him again.

* * * * *

The Southern Estate took up over forty square miles, deep in the Pacific Northwest. The mansion itself was the biggest on the West Coast, easily taking up over one hundred fifty thousand square feet. The rumor went, in elite circles, that over a thousand of those were dedicated to an enormous bed that he had built for fucking whatever rich trophy cunt he had elected for that week.

At the thought of being fucked by Nathan for over a thousand feet, Juliana's cunt went slick.

It two days since Juliana had kicked Shana out of the small house in Peru. She had spent that entire time preparing to come be with Nathan.

The mansion was châteauesque, with tall spires and steep-sloped roofs crowding around gorgeous red masonry. She arrived in a car, but her driver was detained by the security guards, and Juliana had to walk up the mile-long driveway in her heels.

And what heels they were, covered in gemstones and five-inches high, pushing her tight butt to the sky and flexing her calves with each step. Juliana had pulled out all the stops for Nathan. She couldn't dare to imagine him refusing her—she would break down in tears. And with the way she looked now, if he did turn her down, she couldn't imagine him ever wanting her again.

She wore a shimmering blue gown, made from sheerest silk. On either side of her hips, there were long gaps, openly displaying the twin curves of her dynamite ass and the diamond-adorned silk thong that only just covered essentials.

Long silk ribbons, again covered in tiny diamonds, wrapped around her picture-perfect legs, leading down into her five-inch designer heels inlaid with little sapphires. 

A tight choker necklace clasped around her  tan, soft neck—essentially a collar made up of interlocking gold and precious gems. The tight collar matched her orchid-shaped earrings and the ornate bracelets around her wrists, which were covered by elbow-length white calf leather gloves.

But the star of the show was what was on her chest. The gown's tight constraints covered her amazing tits only barely, held up by a precarious little string around her neck. Beneath the tiny strip of cloth, her breathtaking chest was showcased by the ten million dollar bra she wore, made entirely out of gold latticework interlaced with brilliant diamonds, topazes, opals, and sapphires. 

The bra had been given to her as a gift for her sensational runway walk just last year. Normally, they didn't let the models take home such expensive jewelry, but the designer had an enormous crush on her.

Juliana was used to such things. She knew—being Nathan's property—that there was nothing wrong with abusing such privileges with weaker males. They would give her things, and she would use whatever she could gain however she could get it to obtain Nathan's favor. That was only proper.

The outfit, in all, cost over twenty million dollars. She would, probably, never wear it again. She didn't care. Nathan was worth it.

He opened the door. He had on a pair of loose tan slacks and an open shirt, his muscular six-pack easily visible. Thick pec muscles dominated the sight of his chest. She imagined sliding into them, cuddling there, leaning into his perfect strength and knowing its hot weight as he pressed in on her.

For a moment, Juliana enjoyed the growing lust on his face as he openly devoured her from head to toe with his eyes. 

She posed, as best she knew how—and Juliana knew how to pose incredibly well. All of her thick, soft hair landed on one side, and she put her finger to her open mouth.

“Oh Nathan,” she purred. “Oh, Nathan.”

It was so hard to control herself, to not kneel right there. He was so hot. So rich. His scent filled her nostrils, and she welcomed it openly.

And the money wasn't the object to Juliana. It was just the power it represented. That even as she could seduce and almost own any man alive, he could own her will so completely, so easily. Like he had been made to do it, and she had been made to let him. 

God, he could just buy and sell nations.

He could buy and sell her.

The overwhelming lust on his face seemed to get reigned back under control.

“Hello again, Juliana.” His voice calm and measured. “I've been expecting you. Though . . . I don't know that I was expecting all of this.”

He waved his hand up and down, indicating the outfit.

“I hoped . . . ” she pressed her lips together, opening her eyes wide at him, “ . . . I hoped you would like it.”

“It looks like a decent enough outfit for a hot slavecunt.”

She blushed, heat flooding up her bare neck and shoulders. His control over her thoughts, her actions, was palpable. 

“I wish you wouldn't . . . wouldn't just start like that.”

Not for the first time, she wondered why it was so hard just to make demands of him, to let him know what she wanted like a normal person.

And not for the first time, the answers spiraled down to her pussy: because she wanted him to make demands of her, because she wasn't a normal person, because she was supposed to be a slave.

His slave.

One hand on his hips, Nathan frowned.

“Start like what? That's what you are. I know it. You know it. I'm not going to play any games with you. You know exactly what I want. Are you here to give it to me?”

“I wanted . . .” she put a hand through her hair. “I wanted to try and start over with you.”

That smirk of his danced across his face, banishing the frown.

“You got my gift?”

She nodded, her eyes lighting up. 

“It was very lovely, Nathan.”

“If you got it, then there's nothing to start over. If you want to approach what we have a different way, I'll go ahead and tell you—there is no other way.”

“But there can be. It's just, the way you treated me—”

“The way I treated you is why you're back here now, my little slaveslut.”

Her pussy twinged from his words. She shook her head.

“That's what I'm talking about. You can't just—”

Still smirking, he reached forward and put his hand through her hair, where her hand had just been. His was so much rougher, so much larger and stronger. The gorgeous turn of her cheeks melted into his thick palm. She surrendered completely.

“I can do anything I like, slave. Why are you talking so much? Pretty objects like you shouldn't be so talky.”

She couldn't look up in his eyes. He was so strong, standing over her like that. So tall. 

Weakly, she raised up a hand to his chest, trying to push him away. Instead she just slid her gloved fingers over his open shirt, trailing down the magnificent musculature waiting there.

“You can't . . .” her voice had downgraded to a whisper. “You . . . you shouldn't . . .”

It ate her up inside, but she wanted this. She loved being objectified by him. 

It was something she had considered on the ride over. Other men, they tried to objectify her because the reality of her being a woman was too much for them. They couldn't handle the thought that she had problems, complaints, grief in her life. Times when she wouldn't look gorgeous or would seem flawed.

Nathan didn't care about any of that. She was an object to him because everyone in his life was object. He was only being honest about it with her, though. 

That made her special to him. She was his slave, someone who needed him utterly.

Others want to use him for the same reason they wanted to use her—for what he represented, what he owned. He wanted her for the hot grip he held on her mind and her mind alone, and she wanted him purely because of that. This was the most honest thing in her life.

And it terrified her that she might ruin it somehow.

She pushed her face forward into his chest as he stood in the doorway, kissing it softly. Trying as best she could to supplicate herself. His head nodded down onto hers, letting her feel his thick jaw on her mane of hair. 

There was no shame with him. Nothing terrified of what he was born with, of what he imposed on the world. 

Juliana wanted that lack of shame. His money could fix anything. It could even fix how terrible she felt about being so privileged. If, from then on, she lived in nothing but that glorious privilege, if she experienced nothing but opulence, she would never have to feel bad about what she had been gifted with ever again.

“I j-just . . . I wanted you . . .”

Her hand slid down lower, resting right above his crotch. It took all of her self-control not to dive her fingers right in there. She could see his enormous bulge thickening from her proximity. Her head was getting foggy with lust.

“I know you want me, slave. That's what females do. They want strong men like me to tell them how to live. Tell me what a toy does.”

His hand slid down to her ass, gripping it firmly. Juliana let out a short, sharp gasp of pleasure. 

Her ass was like a handle for him, leading her wherever she pleased.

“A t-toy . . . a toy wants you and serves you, however you want. To be filled by you. To give you the heirs you want. A progeny. A brood.”

She felt so fucking filthy saying all that—but in her heart, with his perfect thoughts pushing on her mind, she knew it was all correct.

He nodded. 

“Good.”

Stepping to one side of her, he adjusted his grip on her ass so that he could toy with her diamond thong as he finally led her into the house. 

The interior was enormous. There were little tables with vases and busts lined up down the cavernous entryway. Ornate wooden fixtures decorated the walls, every floor made from polished marble. Chandeliers dangled down in long rows in every room, each area flooded with an abundance of light.

It was a lovely place. Even so, Juliana could not help but imagine it with a woman's touch. With her own ability of creating warmth to make it even better for him, so that when he was fucking her again and again, it was in a place that she had made perfect for him. 

Nathan's fingers dipped past her thong entirely, slipping up inside her pussy. Juliana gasped and clung to him, needing his big, strong frame just to keep standing. 

All she could think was that she was so lucky he was there to catch her fall. 

He brought her into a study. Books completely lined the twenty-foot tall walls, arranged on gloriously carved cherrywood shelves. There were a number of thick, oaken tables with leather-backed chairs surrounding them. He pushed her against one of the chairs, his fingers sliding out from inside of her.

“If you're a good enough slave,” he told her, licking his pussy-juice covered digits, “then maybe I'll let you go to my bedroom next.”

She nodded meekly. Yes. She had to prove herself. That was only right.

“Y-yes,” she moaned at last. “T-take me, Nathan. Fill me.”

“Sir.” He shook his head, tsking a bit.

One hand slid up her dress, roughly grabbing her bra. He tugged it down, away. It was a fragile thing—dozens of the multi-thousand dollar gems clattered to the floor. They were nothing to him. Nothing to her, anymore, just decorations for the decoration that she had become. She stared at him with open need, her breasts heaving in his hands as her breaths got quicker and quicker. 

His other hand slid down her slender, perfect abs and pushed down her diamond thong, plunging fingers into her cunt. 

“You call me Sir,” he said.

“Y-yes Sir!” 

Pleasure flooded through her body, her knees feeling weak. Her hips pushed down into his fingers.

It wasn't enough to call him Sir. No, not by half. He needed a better title. He deserved a better title.

“Yes M-Master!”

His fingers twitched at that, and he pulled her in for a kiss, clearly happy with her initiative. His breath was hot inside her mouth, his tongue tugging at hers. All of him wanting more of her closer to him. He was so wonderful.

“Bend over for your Master, slut.”

There was no helping it—Juliana moaned happily, her pussy gushing into his fingers.

“Yes, Master!”

She did as he ordered, bending over with a happy, vapid smile on her face. Her thoughts were rapidly diminishing, focusing only on order to the next. 

She didn't need to think when Master was here. Master would do all of her thinking for her. Thinking was such a silly exercise for a hot slavecunt like her. Best not to do it at all.

She watched him drop his pants. With a grin, he slapped her on the ass.

“Oh!” she gasped. 

He slapped her again.

“Oh, yes!” she cried.

He slapped her again, and when he did, he slid his bare cock deep inside her pussy.

Deep inside her slavecunt.

Without warning, without any kind of an idea of how, Juliana came right away. Weeks and weeks of need were being sated and exploded so suddenly that her body's only conceivable reaction was to cum.

It was so perfect. Her slavecunt being filled with orgasmic bliss by her Master's thick, perfect rod. If he noticed that she came, he recognized it only by fucking her harder.

That was fine by Juliana. She existed for his cock now. Fucking an orgasm into her with the very first stroke. From now on, his word was law. 

The position was so similar to what Shana had done, except a million times better with her Master's actual cock inside of her. 

He picked up legs by the heels, pressing her shins under his arms. Her heels clacked on top of his shoulders. Every part of her was dominated so completely.

She bucked against each thrust, every inch of his cunt-owning meat filling her more and more with each passing second.

“Yes!” she moaned. “Fuck your little bitch! Fuck your supermodel whore, Master!”

“That's my fucktoy,” he grunted, ramming into her harder and harder. “That's a good sexdoll ornament, doing what Master says.”

He wrapped a thick length of her hair around his fist, holding her tight. 

Picking up his pace, he practically bent her over backwards, pulling her head toward his chest. Juliana was flexible from years of yoga, and was happy to finally know why. All that bending and stretching to be fucked as perfectly as this. She maneuvered her head backward, leaning against his. Her tits were easy to access. His thick, rough hands slid over them, ripping her ten million dollar bra apart. 

If he really wanted, he could replace it with thousands more in a heartbeat without even hurting his bottom line.

The feeling of his big hands on her big tits was so natural and perfect. She didn't know how she had been living her whole life without them there before. Grabbing onto her plump flesh so roughly, telling her how fast to fuck, how much he was enjoying himself. Big squeezes were for when he was having trouble holding back. Little squeezes were for when he was grinding his cock into her pussy just right, the cockhead pushing up against her g-spot.

“Please come,” she begged him. “Please cum in my pussy. Fill me up full of your hot jizz, Master! Your fuckslave needs her Master's hot white cum, please!”

The second most perfect moment in Juliana's life was when she felt him nodding against her face, indicating his orgasm was on its way.

The most perfect moment, of course, arrived just seconds later. A few more hard, finishing strokes and he came explosively, his seed piling inside of her pussy in liquid hot jet spurts. There was so much of it. She could feel it dripping out of her pussy onto her million-dollar heels, staining the ribbons and dress. 

Unable to do any different, she came with him, so incredibly turned on already by the soaking wet feeling of this billionaire stud penetrating her cunt, penetrating her mind, penetrating her very will. Every possible way to be fucked, he fucked her. When she came, she felt like her soul was twisting inside out.

“Thank you, Master,” she purred. “Thank you so much.”

Shuddering, she squeezed onto his still-trembling cock, hoping to keep his bliss-inducing shaft inside of her for as long as possible.

Her entire outfit was ruined, all twenty million dollars of it. It would be impossible to wear it again. And it had been so worth it, just to be fucked once by this incredible stallion of a man. She slid up next to her stud, happily nuzzling against him. 

Almost casually, he picked her up and brought her down with him onto a long, soft cloth couch. Juliana naturally gravitated downward toward his cock, cleaning it with her tongue. His cum still oozed out of her sparkling hot pussy. Probably she was ruining the couch. She didn't care. It was all replaceable, just like her.

“That's a good fuckslave,” he said, stroking her hair appreciatively. His thick fingers taking up so much space on her head. “You'll sleep down there tonight, where you belong.”

Sleeping next to his cock? God, she almost came again.

“Yes, Master.”

“And if you want anything tonight, you start your request by servicing my cock.”

She nodded again, moaning affirmatively. It would be so hot to want to get up in the night for a glass of water, but only be able to leave by sucking off her amazing Master first.

He owned her so well.

And how could he not? He was Master, and she was just Juliana the slavecunt decoration fucktoy.

All night, she snuggled up to the cock that owned her, the man who completely enslaved her million-dollar supermodel pussy.

# # #
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I think you’re pretty terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in touch.
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See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page! 

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.

And finally, enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!
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What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:
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Revenge On His Hot Assistants

All the women in Warren's life have betrayed him. He's drowning in debt, and nobody wants to see his stage hypnotist act. But then he finds a magic watch that lets him own the mind of anyone he comes across. Soon, he'll get everything and everyone he knows he deserves...

––––––––

Revenge On His Snobby Step

Warren is moments away from completing his ultimate conquest—that of his deliciously hot stepsister—when his wife interferes and steals the magic watch. Can he still fulfill his dreams of re-uniting his family in the most taboo way?

––––––––

Revenge On His Unfaithful Wife

Warren must conquer his gorgeous, seductive wife Melinda to retrieve the magic watch and establish the dominance he deserves over all the hot women in his life. 

––––––––

Gang Up: Overload

In this post-apocalyptic tale, Abigail's long-time lover Case has spurned her. She turns to the brutal biker gang Brall to make Case jealous...but Brall is too much of an alpha stud to just let a beauty like Abigail walk away!

––––––––

Gang Up: Lust War

The post-apocalyptic biker gang war rages on between the studly warriors of the Family and the hunk soldiers of the Cauldron. Robin is trapped in her lies, and the only way out is to have her beautiful body served up to all the members of her gang at once.

––––––––

Gang Up: The Big Gang Theory

The violence in Temple reaches a boiling point, and the town looks as if it will be ruined forever. But luscious babes Robin and Abigail have a plan—a body-thrilling plot that will have the two fertile beauties on their knees in front of every member of BOTH warring gangs, ready to serve!

––––––––

The Magic App – Taking The Librarian

Adam's saga to own the most gorgeous babe in town begins here, as he finds the mysterious Hypno-App and takes control of the imperiously sexy librarian, Alena!

––––––––

Maid For Pleasure – Maid Made Bare 4: Servicing The Biker Gang

Rugged, hard-as-nails biker stud Pace discovers the only way to bring his fractured gang together is by having them all gangbang a gorgeously fertile lactating bimbo maid!

––––––––

Bimbo Casino – No Restrictions

Overworked couple Jonathan and Rosie arrive at the Shining Spiral Casino for what is supposed to be a free vacation, but they slowly transform into brainless lactating bimbos and hulking studs, ready to screw all day with their overly-fertile bodies!

––––––––

The Magic Remote – Controlling The Girl Next Door

With the Magic Remote, even a loser can control, own, and breed the gorgeous girl next door!

––––––––

Female Designs – Her Change In Style

This erotica is novella length! The super-serious Gloria Phine wears a strange pair of shoes, and soon she starts dressing sluttier and sluttier, and acts more and more like the gorgeous, sex-loving bimbo she’s always had hidden inside.

––––––––

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

––––––––

Her Mind, His Control, Your Bundle

Four smoking hot stories of scintillating mind control, with beautiful fertile babes bowing down to the men they were born to serve!

Risky Threesomes: An Unprotected Bundle

Three stories of bareback threesomes where men are in charge (where they should be) and women are eagerly doing every last thing they can to please their new alpha owners!

The Magic Remote Series

With the Magic Remote, the hot girl next door is your brand new slave. The sorority down the street is your brand new harem. And the detectives who come around asking questions? They’re no problem at all.

Owned at Home: A Totally Taboo Bundle

The men in these houses take everything and everyONE they want, HOWEVER they want! The most forbidden barely legal girls in the world—their daughters and sisters—are theirs to have whenever they decide.

Stories of Giggles And Lust

Hot bimbo transformations abound in this bodaciously busty bimbo babe bundle! Three stories of gloriously sexy women enjoying their bodies to the fullest with the alpha studs and lucky fellows who can keep up with their fevered, lusty pace.

The Knocked Up Lust Bundle

This HUGE-SIZED bundle features six stories of fertile beauties and virile studs banging hardcore and consummating their lust in the most unprotected way they can!

The Bimbo Love Bundle!

All three transformative, lactating, gender-bending “Bimbo Outfits” stories are contained in ONE discount bundle!

The Unprotected Trance Series

Lifelong virgin Victor finds out the taste and touch of his manly seed puts women into deep, hypnotic trances—and he takes full advantage, conquering every last babe he comes across!

––––––––

Love fun, sexy, free stories?

––––––––

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free, it's instant, and you get hot, free stuff!

––––––––

Hope to hear from you soon!
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